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Chapter | 


She walked with a swagger, she strutted across the floor, her hips swayed as she quickly dived passed him, 
she brushed up against him on her way, looking back and smiling. She winked. He grinned sheepishly back at her. 
"Who's that?" he asked turning to his friend and shouting to be heard across the crazy noisy bar, "I've seen 
her around." 

"Don't even think about it dude," was the reply, "she's trouble, and you've got enough trouble." 

The red head went back to his drink and tried to forget all about her, but he looked up and there she was 


again. 
And she was walking right towards him. 


Truth be told, he was kind of used to female attention. Not that he thought he was anything special, but as 
soon as you were a guitarist in a band, it didn't matter how good or bad you were, chicks wanted you. Plus 


that the fact that if she were hot enough, he'd been known to trade drugs for sex. 


He was in a very, very good mood. They'd played a good show, and there was plenty of beer to go around. And 
to top it off a smoking hot babe was heading right towards him. Smiling even. Flirting with him a little. And he 


had seen her around before. He knew her face. So maybe she'd seen him around too. 

"Hi," she said with a grin Her voice low and seductive. 

"Ahh hey," he smiled back. Drink, drink, drink, he felt a little nervous. He had no idea why he felt so nervous, 
not to big note himself but he'd been with plenty of girls, so why was this one different? 

"Have you seen my boyfriend?" she asked. His face sunk How bitterly disappointing 

"Who? Your boyfriend?" he didn't particularly feel like wasting his time. 

"Yeah, his name is Kirk, he has black hair and..." 

"The Exodus guy?" he was quickly growing tired of the conversation. If she was off the menu, well quite 
frankly he wasn't interested in talking to her. Least of all about her "boyfriend 

"Yeah," she said. She had a cute way of curling her hair with her finger while waiting for him to talk, but he 
had no interest if he wasn't going to get anything out of it. She was killing him, he was willing her to just 
disappear. 

"Got any friends, without boyfriends?" he leered at her, "or that aren't looking for their boyfriends?" 

She crossed her hands across her chest and gave him the eye. He laughed. 

"Over there, he's over there." 

He waved his hand over to where he had last seen the guys from Exodus standing, he figured they'd still be 


there, and he wasn't going to look for her. If she was so keen, she'd find him. 


She sauntered away. He watched for a moment, he did enjoy watching her walk, before turning back towards 
the bar, and the free beer. For if there was anything that he loved more than beer, it was free beer. They 
were starving musicians. They were poor. Eating bologna sandwiches out of a cooler in the crappy little place, 
the only one he could afford while working a paper route with the drummer and pretending to be a rock star. 


It certainly wasn't glamorous but he was having one hell of a time. 
And dealing a little pot on the side. He wasn't a very good boy. But he'd never been a very good boy. 


He'd always been in trouble of some sort, it was how life seemed to go for him. He'd drink, and get in a fight; 
he'd run out of money so deal a little pot to get by; he'd nail some girl and find out afterwards she was 
someore else's girl. Then he and the boyfriend would get into a scrap, not over the girl but simply because he 


could. 


Yes, Dave Mustaine, he was always in trouble, so maybe, just maybe he should leave this one alone. The 
thought was crossing his mind. After all her boyfriend was a guitarist in a little local band called Exodus. And 
Dave, well he considered those guys to be his friends. Messing with one of their girlfriends probably wasn't 
the best idea, and there had to be a single girl around somewhere. There was always girls up for a good time 
at these things, add a little alcohol to the mix and he was pretty sure he'd be in for a good time. And on the 
off chance that there wasn't, there'd be more alcohol, maybe a fight or two, at some point they'd get paid 
(well they better, or perhaps the fight would be about that), and somehow make their way to a party of some 


description, pass out and make their way back to LA the next day at some stage, hung over and seedy. 


Hang over. No. Forget the next day for a minute. Keep drinking. Fuck the glass off, go stright for the jug. He 
could picture it now, bent over the bathroom sink at some random person's house throwing up and trying to 
hold his own hair back. Or someone else's. Maybe Lars, Lars had a habit of getting so wasted he was likely to 


throw up in his sleep. No. Push the thought out of mind and just. Keep. Drinking. 


"Hey man, you were good," he turned around and leant on the bar. A very young, very blond James Hetfield 
was beaming at him. A big, cheesy, drunk smile. 

"Oh thanks, you were good too, good songs, good, whatever,” Dave was already pretty hammered but he was 
still very much with it and aware. And he wasn't into the whole exchange he saw playing out before him of 
complimenting each other and patting each other on the back, puffing out their chests and raving about how 
awesome they played. So they played a good show, so fucking what. 

"Who's that chick you were talking to?" James asked. 

"She's with that Exodus guy," Dave said, he grabbed a fresh jug of beer from the bar tender and passed it 
over to James. 

James shrugged and took the beer, never one to say no to a drink. Least of all a free drink. And beer was his 
favourite. 

‘Its going to get messy tonight," Dave said as James was drinking. James nodded and he guzzled his beer. He 
put it down and wiped the foam from his upper lip. 

"| can handle it," he said with a false sense of bravado. 

Before Dave had time to respond they were joined by Ron, their bassist, and Lars, their drummer. The four of 
them sharing a drink and goofing around a bit. It was fun, sure, but a total sausage fest. What a drag, the only 
girl worth chasing was there with someone else. Why the hell had she asked him where her boyfriend was, he 


didn't give a fuck about her bullshit boyfriend! 


Wall to wall people, the sea of people seemed to heave and move as one. The bar was packed, the bar tender 


simply could not keep up. But the back and forth was quick. People were going for jugs, not glasses. 


He tried to put the girl out of his mind and yet every single time he looked up, she was looking right back at 
him. 

"What?" he mouthed at her. 

She shrugged her shoulders. He motioned for her to come over but she shook her head. He noticed her pull 
her boyfriend a little closer to herself. He was a kid! Black scruffy curls, skinny, thick rimmed glasses. He would 
have been a full head shorter than him, if not more. He certainly didn't look like this fantastic, amazing 
guitarist that everyone had described to him. "He has style, he has flair, when he plays people shut up and 
listen," he'd been told. Dave called bullshit. He looked more like a nerd, a geek, he certainly didn't look very rock 


and roll. 


He was probably a really nice guy, he thought, probably took her to the movies and opened doors for her, 
pulled out her chair if they ate at a restaurant, all that nice gentlemanly bullshit that girls seemed to like. 


Dave, on the other hand was the sort of guy who'd ditch a girl at the movies to smoke pot out the back, 
leave her standing at the other side of the door if she couldn't keep up with him and pull the chair out from 
under her if he thought itd be funny. He laughed to himself. Nice guys don't have nearly as much fun. 


Lars and James were talking about something, how many shirts they'd sold? Someone came up and handed him 


a pitcher of beer with the comment, "I loved your demo, here have this." They were getting free drinks but 


hell if someone wanted to buy him one he wasn't going to argue. No one bought him anything, even his own 
mother refused to support him, having someone else fork out the dough was kind of flattering. 


He looked over, and she was still staring at him. He threw his hands up and again mouthed "what" at her. She 
shrugged, giggled, said something to her boyfriend and began making her way towards them across the crowd. 
Lars and James were too busy talking amongst themselves and Ron was already incredibly drunk. He had spilled 
beer down the front of his pants, or maybe he had peed himself. Either way he was pretty much incoherent, 
swaying on a bar stool and just guzzling the free drinks like it was water in the desert. 


"Hey," she said. She leaned right in and spoke right into his ear. The way she smiled, the way she spoke, flirting 
perhaps? He could only hope. 
"Hey," he replied trying to be smooth, “found your boyfriend then" 


Yeah, very smooth. What a chump. 


"Oh yeah, thanks." 

"So, why are you over here then?" he asked. 

"To get drinks," she replied, "you're at the bar." 

Dave felt a little silly, embarrassed even, of course she was at the bar to get drinks. What an idiot. 
"And to say hey again," she said with a wink. 

Or maybe not. She was flirting with him. 


Dave was a little put off by this, a little flustered, he was so use to being the aggressor, the pursuer, that 
roles reversed he had no idea what to do. He couldn't think of what to say? Or if she was even flirting with 
him, or he was just making it up in his own little head. He was pretty damn drunk He stammered his way 
through a fleeting conversation, did she like the set, what song was her favourite, had she seen them before. 
"| like the one about the fire? Jump in the Fire?" she said 

‘Oh yeah? | wrote that one," he boasted, his ego a little lifted. 

"Really? So you wrote the lyrics about taking off your pants to see how well it fits?" 

The words rolled like a sultry proposition Dave's hands were sweaty, his mouth dry. 

"Uhhh yeah.. | guess | wrote that," he stumbled on his own words. She was aggressive, forward, and full of 
confidence. Dave found it both incredibly sexy, and intimidating. 


"Im Jennifer, but you can call me Jenny,” she said leaning over the bar to grab a jug while the bar tender had 
his back turned. 

Sexy, aggressive, and a very bad girl, he liked it. 

"tm-" he began but she cut him off. 

"I know who you are, Dave, Dave Mustaine, lead guitarist," she teased, "big mouth." 

He laughed, nervously. 

"You're just an evil little bastard, aren't you? But aren't we all," she winked as she turned away. Using the 
words he'd said on stage just a short time earlier against him. He watched as she walked back to her 
boyfriend. The Exodus guy. Handed him the jug of beer and hugged to his side, all the while looking straight at 


Dave. Teasing him, taunting him. 


"Hey Davel HEY DAVE!" James was yelling at him. He turned to face him, a startled look across his face. 
"There's a party, someone's parents went out of town for the weekend, supposed to be like wall to wall chicks," 
James said with a big goofy grin on his face. Dave liked the sound of that. He was just about done with the 
bar, you never wanted to be the last one standing in a scene that had long grown tired and boring. 


"Fuck yeah, let's go!” 


And off they went, taking a jug of beer each for the road, fuck it, it was free, they'd return the jugs in the 
morning, and they stumbled down the street. In a fleeting moment Dave thought that Ron might need to be 
carried, but no he was up and away as soon as someone mentioned a copious number of females at said party. 
It was, after all, the rock star right, and in that moment, in their minds, they were indeed rock stars, so they 


were going to act accordingly. 


Chapter 2 


Dave hesitantly opened his eyes and surveyed his surroundings. Was it morning? Where had everyone gone? 
More importantly, where was he? He'd made it to a bed, that was good; there was someone beside him, rolled 
away from him, all he could see was a stream of blond hair from under the covers. Yes! He thought, with a 


mischievous grin. The body beside him stirred, turned over and.. 


It was James. 
He wanted to laugh, and he wanted to kick him off the bed 


"The girl you were with left at like 3am so, free bed," James mumbled before rolling back over and instantly 


going back to sleep. 


The girl he was with? Dave couldn't remember passed leaving the bar but was mentally patting himself on the 


back for scoring some action 


He pulled himself out of bed, looked like the master bedroom. A floral bed spread and a few of those weird 
velvet clown paintings. They always freaked him out for one reason or another. Couldn't put his finger on why, 


but they were just weird. The walls were covered in wood panelling. Yes he had landed feet first in suburbia 


He stepped over bodies passed out in the hall and started searching for a bathroom. He needed to splash some 
water on his face, wake up a bit, get ready to make the trip back to LA. And he had to get back to LA, despite 
not being particularly keen to. There were people that were expecting him back. Dave wasn't just a guitarist 


for an up and coming band, he was also a small time drug dealer. 


Nothing major, nothing heavy, mostly just weed. But there were people who would be expecting him to come 


back so they could get their stuff. Which was fair enough. 


And there was the matter of leaving his stash unattended. And his dogs. He had to get back to be a 
responsible pet owner and look after his dogs. After all, they earned their keep by protecting his property so 
he had to do right by them too. They were just pups, but they were big dogs. And he adored them. 


Going back to LA felt a little strange though. While James, Lars and Dave were keen to get Metallica bigger and 
more well known, well they were beginning to wonder if Ron was really going to go the distance with them. 
Each of them had their doubts, but of course nothing was said out loud as long as Ron was sticking aroud. As 
much as he enjoyed it, he didn't really seem that into it. And truth be told there were bassists out there who 
probably would have been a better fit for the band. Either way, James and Lars were on the lookout, not that 
Dave knew. They were scouting out someone who was going to fit the band better and go with them to the 
dizzying heights of success. Someone who was willing to put in the work and go the hard yards. Someone who 


was a bit easier to get along with. Someone who didn't feel like such a burden. 


Dave saw Metallica as a family, these guys were his brothers. Kicking someone out of the band almost felt like 
a betrayal. He was under the assumption that as long as Ron wanted to be in the band he would be. After all, 
he'd been there from the start. Dave and Ron didn't always get along, not by a long shot, but Dave wasn't 
about to give his friend the boot out the door. 


James and Lars felt differently. Lars in particular. He saw Ron as temporary while they looked for someone 


better. 
Little did Dave know, they were thinking the same about him. That his own Metallica days were numbered. 
Dave was blissfully unaware. 


But at that moment he was aware that he was on the verge of throwing up. How much had he had to drink 
last night? 


He couldn't find a bathroom quick enough so threw himself over the kitchen sink, heaving and instinctively 
pulling his own hair back. Nothing was worse than throwing up in your own hair. Dave had a weak stomach, he 
threw up regularly with a hangover. And yet he drank harder and more often than most. He was a glutton for 
punishment. No matter how bad the next day was, he'd keep going back for more. 


He stood bent over the sink, emptying his stomach contents, when he heard a moan next to him. Ron. And yep, 
he had absolutely pissed himself. He smelt terrible. He must have been really drunk too. He pulled himself up 
and nodded in Dave's direction. Then looked down at himself and went bright red. How embarrassing for him. 
Dave wiped his face and let go of his hair. 

"Happens to the best of us bro, | have some spare pants in the car, you can borrow them when we get back 


if you want," Dave offered. 
Ron smiled, touched by the gesture. 


They went about waking Lars and James. Neither of them were particularly happy about it. But as the morning 
wore on, Ron wanted to change and Dave wanted to get on the road and go home. As much as he would have 
been happy to stay in San Francisco, he knew he had to get back to LA. And pronto. He'd have customers 
bashing down his door needing their fix to get them through the working week. 


They packed up, got their bearings and made their way back towards the Old Waldorf. To pack up their gear 
and make their way home. It didn't take that long and before they knew it they were on the road, homeward 
bound. 


It ended up being James and Dave in his car with their guitars and the others piled into a pickup with the rest 
of the gear. Dave drove and James flip flopped between dozing and moaning about his hangover in the 
passenger seat. They stopped for gas and James threw up beside the highway. He jumped back in the car and 
looked like hell. Pasty skin, dry lips, blood shot eyes, and he stunk so bad. Dave was trying not to laugh, he 
looked like death warmed up. He also knew that he probably didn't look much better, but throwing up had 


gotten the alcohol out of his system, a cup of coffee and a hot meal had filled him up. He no longer had that 
seedy feeling. He was good to go. 


Off they went, talking shit and little by little James was perking up. Stop for a coffee and for Dave to splash 
water on his face to wake himself up. The hard night of partying was hitting him like a hammer to the face. 
Not pretty. He was riding the wave, waiting for that second wind of energy to hit but it wasn't coming fast. 
"You cool to drive man?" James asked, an air of concern in his tired voice. 

"Yeah bro, just give me a second," Dave said. 

Instinctively, he shoved his fingers down his throat and forced himself to vomit, while holding back his long 
amber curls with the other hand. He washed his face, and had a few sips of water. He felt better, the 
remainder of the alcohol was out of his system. That being said, he was looking forward to getting home and 
having a decent shower. He needed it. He felt greasy, disgusting, and he stunk, bad. 


He'd feel it again though, as soon as they were further down the road. The nausea and the headache would be 
back for sure. The curse of a night spent living like a rock star was feeling like death the very next day. Some 
would say that a hangover was a way of knowing you rocked last night, Dave thought a hangover was the high 
price he paid for having a lot of fun 


James was snoozing in the passenger seat and the road signs were all indicating that home wasn't too far 
away. Head to Ron's, drop James off, go home. Head to Ron's, drop James off, go home. That was all he had to 
do. No messing around, just get it done. James stirred next to him, and in his current state of exhaustion he 
was happy for the company. 

"You right bro?" Dave asked. 

"Yeah, I'm good," James replied. Rubbing his face and stretching a bit. 

"lIl drop you at Ron's alright?" Dave said with a half-hearted smile. 

"Yeah, that's cool," James nodded. 

He had been living at Ron's place for a little while, he really had nowhere else to go. And it was a pretty good 
set up, while Ron was still in the band. 


"So Lars and | were checking out some other bands while we were in Frisco right." James began 

"Yeah..." Dave was curious. He rolled the word out long, inviting James to continue talking. 

"And we saw this band Trauma right." 

"Go on." 

Dave was intrigued, James was quite obviously trying to tell him something but he was dancing around the 
point. Normally he hated it, but at that point he was so tired a quick conversation wasn't what he was 
interested in, so dragging it out was fine. 

"So we saw this band right and the bassist was so good," James continued. 

The bassist? So good? What the hell was he on about? Playing bass was just one step above playing kazoo. A 
good bassist? This guy had to be some sort of a musical virtuoso. 

"Anyway, me and Lars we reckon he's the guy," James said. 

"What do you mean, he's the guy," Dave questioned. 

"We want him in the band." 

"But Ron-" 


"You reckon? You think he'll be here forever?" James said in an almost argumentative tone. 

"No, | guess not," Dave shrugged, eyes on the road, ears on his passenger. 

But Dave had more experience as a musician and as a band member than James and Lars did. He was older, 
he'd been around the block a couple more times. While Lars was living in the seeming lap of luxury with his 
parents, bouncing back and forth from the UK discovering the New Wave of British Heavy Metal, Dave was 
living in an LA apartment, on his own since he was |5, dealing drugs, and scraping by. Dave had street smarts. 
He knew how the world worked. 

"Have you even asked the guy? Does he even know that you want him in the band? What about Ron?" 
James said nothing. He hadn't thought that far ahead. 

"What's his name?" 

"Who?" James seemed confused. 

"The guy, this bass master, what's his name?" Dave questioned. 

“Ahhh... Cliff, | think," he mumbled. 

"And this, Cliff, or whatever, is okay?" 

"More than okay man, he's the best bassist | have ever heard. People go to see Trauma just to see the 
bassist!" 

Going to see a bard just to see the bassist, okay, Dave was interested, intrigued even. But they had bassist, 
one who hadn't given any indication of stepping down. 

"Lars wants to sit on it for a while, maybe talk to the guy, see if he's interested, give Ron the.. | dunno.. 
benefit of the doubt?" 

Dave nodded along, agreeing with what he was saying. It all sounded reasonable. 

"Hey, did you see that Ron pissed himself last night?" James said with a laugh. 

Dave laughed as well. Yeah, he had seen it. 

"So who was the girl you were with last night?" James continued the conversation. 

"No idea, | don't even remember the party," Dave said with a laugh. 

"Not at the party, at the bar" 

Now Dave remembered, the girl at the bar who kept staring at him, despite clearly being there with her 
boyfriend. What a strange girl she'd been. Clearly flirting, obviously not available. 

"Dunno bro, girlfriend of that Exodus guy," Dave said dismissively. 

"Really? Because she was totally into you." 

Which was cool, because Dave was totally into her too. Boyfriend or no boyfriend. His head said, hell no buday, 
you want to make friends in San Francisco, leave the girl alone, make friends with this other band. But, well his 
other head thought, fuck it, she's hot and she wants you. He was a bad motherfucker, that much was sure. 


And if he saw her again, who could say what he would or wouldn't do. 


They arrived in LA and Dave dropped James, and his guitars, off at Ron's place before heading to his own 
place. As to be expected the dogs were waiting for him, nothing was touched, they'd done their job. Feed the 
dogs, take a long, hot shower, and then he fell into bed. What a weekend! 


Chapter 3 


CHAPTER 3 


Dave rolled out of bed and lazily ran a hand through his hair. He had a few deals to do, people to see, things to 
do. Business to go down. Then there'd be band practise and probably some drinking with the boys to do. The 
deal he was doing was in a particularly nasty part of town, so for his own peace of mind, he was taking his 


dogs with him. They'd missed him when he was in SF anyway. 
So Dave and the dogs piled into the car and went about getting it all done. 


They went to the seedy end of town, did their deal, the big looking men took one look at Dave's dogs and 
decided not to mess with the pale, red-headed teenager. Job done. 


It was back in the car and he headed off towards Ron's place. The dogs were getting restless so he figured 
he'd let them out for a bit once he got there. Why he was taking his dogs to band practise, he didn't really 
know, but he didn't have time to drop them back at his place or he'd be late. And he did consider himself a bit 


of a professional. 


He arrived at Ron's place, parked and let the dogs out. Ron and James were out the front talking shit. Now the 
dogs were a bit excited, and the female, Hera jumped up on Ron's car. Dave dived over to try and get her off 
and calm, but James beat him to it. Ron was yelling "GET IT OFF MY FUCKING CARI" and Dave was calling her 


down. 


And then James kicked her. Dave ran and picked Hera up, putting her back in the car. Before turning to James 
and seeing red hot rage. 

"What the fuck dude! You kicked my dog!" he shouted. His fists clenched by his sides. He could feel his ears 
getting hot. 

"Yeah your dog was on the car, it was going to scratch it, so | got it off" James said, laughing nervously and 
trying to ‘act cool! 

"Dude | was getting her off! You could have really hurt her!" 

"Its a dog man, chill the fuck out," James moved around on the spot, trying very hard to act casual. 

| should kick your fucking ass! | should punch you in your fucking face!" Dave was yelling now, getting right up 
in James's face. He might have been a touch shorter, but Dave could intimidate James like no one else. Ron 
looked at James and saw fear in his eyes, then at Dave and saw red hot rage. 

"If you punch him you'll have to go through me," he said placing himself between the two warring parties. 
What the fuck, Dave thought, if Ron knew what James and Lars were planning, he might have been singing a 
different tune. But Dave didn't care, if he had to punch Ron to get to James, he would. 


“Alright, I'll punch you and then him," Dave yelled. He was beyond angry. He was furious, and he didn't care who 
he punched, he had to hit someone. 
"You'll have to punch me first," James said stepping in front of Ron. What the fuck was going on, this back and 


forth, punch me, no punch me. 

"Alight, you fucking asked for it," Dave said, pulling his fist back and letting one rip right on James's jaw. He hit 
him hard and fast. James was on his knees clutcing his bloody lip. 

"You fucking hit me man," James said, almost in a state of disbelief. 

"Yeah, you fucking kicked my dog. I'm out of here," Dave said walking towards the car. 

"Band practise!" James yelled out to him. 

"Shove your fucking band up your fucking ass you cock sucking motherfucker!" Dave yelled flipping him the 
bird before getting into his car. 


Punching James in the face had felt good, but the way Ron had jumped in was really weird. Dave figured he 
had no idea what James and Lars were thinking of doing behind his back. Then again he had no idea what they 
were thinking behind his back either. 


He drove home, took his dogs inside, made sure Hera was alright and before he knew it he was back in the car 
heading over to Ron's place again Band practise. Sure he had acted like an idiot and so had James but they stil 
had a band. Gigs. He had to go do his job. 


He walked into Ron's house and they all turned and said hi as if nothing had happened at all. It was so weird. 
There was James with a bloody lip smiling up at him like, hey dude, where did you go. 

"We gonna do this or what?" Dave asked. 

"Do what?" Lars asked, his eyes blood shot, they'd been smoking. 

"Uhhh band practise?" Dave urged. 

"Oh yeah, sure, but first, you have got to try some of this," he said handing over a joint. Dave shrugged and 
took it, why not. 


They smoked a bit, listened to some records and just chilled out for a while before they headed into the 
garage to practise. Play the songs, jam a bit, show each other what they were working on. Nothing formal. 
After a couple of hours the beers came out and one by one they put down their instruments in favour of a 
drink. There was chatter about what to do now that practise was "over" - hit up a bar, go to a party, invite 
people over. Ron wasn't so keen on the last one. Last time they'd had people at his place his parents had gone 
MENTAL. Not that anyone could blame them, a whole crowd of known and unknown people turn up at the 
house, get drunk and trash the joint, leaving in hoard, well all those who weren't passed out, leaving a terrible 
mess behind. Not exactly a parents idea of fun. Especially when their teenage son is so hung over he can't 


even move let alone clean up the aftermath. 


This had of course resulted in the world's longest (and most boring) lecture, and Ron was not keen to repeat 


that. Not any time soon anyway. 


Drinking at a bar would be cool, except that they were underage, and everyone in town knew it. Well that was 
all of them except Dave, who had just turned 2I the month prior. But he wasn't about to up and ditch them to 
go and drink in a bar by himself. 

"We could hang out, like just us," Lars suggested after a lengthy debate. James shrugged, he was cool with 
that. 


"Yeah, thatd be cool | guess," Ron said, nodding along as he spoke. 

"Ahhh what the hell, count me in, let's drink beer, talk shit and band together as brothers or some bullshit," 
Dave said, putting down his guitar and taking a beer from James. 

"But where?" James asked. 

"Here?" Ron half-asked, half-suggested. 

The others agreed and it was settled. They'd have to sort out get some more beer but that wasn't an issue. 
Dave would at some stage pull out some pot and they'd wander down to the park on the corner and smoke. 
Then they'd stumble back up to Ron's place, and drink until they passed out. It didn't matter where, they'd 
sleep where they fell, and in the morning they'd all wake up with the wind well and truly knocked from their 


sails. 


Then someone would cook something truly foul and very greasy. They'd spew, eat, maybe spew again. Laze 


around the living room watching crap on television while trying to hold down water and waiting to feel better. 
This was the ritual now, this was band practise. 


Life went on, as per usual, and was becoming a haze of "band practise," small gigs, parties, drinking, and 
"working" Dave was putting along, a few girlfriends on the go, business as per usual for a guy like him. He'd 
almost forgotten about the conversation he'd had with James on the ride home from San Francisco. That was, 


until James and Lars came over t talk to him, without Ron. 


There was a knock at the door, it was late afternoon but Dave had really hit the bottle hard the night before 
and well being his own boss, he decided to give himself the day off to lay in. 


He pulled on some jeans and a shirt and yelled, "coming," to whoever it was that had come calling on him. As it 
always did, his hair had puffed up into a big pile of frizz and he must have looked like death, he certainly didn't 
feel very good. 


He opened the door to see James and Lars standing there. Smiling at him. What the fuck were they so cheery 
about? Probably hadn't spent the whole night drinking and fucking. Before Dave could say anything Lars and 
James had walked right passed him. 


Straight away Zeus, the male dog, started barking. 

‘Its alright, it's alright, they're cool," Dave instructed and he backed off. Hera, on the other hand, was nowhere 
to be seen. She'd had one look, seen James, and hidden. Not surprising really. 

"What are you guys here for?" Dave said, he motioned towards the couch for them to sit down before going 
to the fridge. 

"We wanted to ask you something," Lars began. 

"Beer?" Dave offered. 

‘| have to drive," Lars replied 

‘Oh.. beer?" Dave suggested with a sinister smile, "just one." 

Lars gave in and Dave came over to them with three beers, one for each of them. He handed one to each of 


them and then sunk into the hand-me-down armchair. 


| have someone coming over later so you guys can't stay forever," he instructed. 

"Who?" James asked. 

"A girl," Dave replied. 

"Why?" James asked. Dave rolled his eyes. 

"To discuss politics and world events," Dave said sarcastically. 

James looked confused. 

"To fuck!" Dave said followed by a lengthy swig of his beer. 

"Okay, we're going to Frisco this weekend, we want you to come too," Lars interrupted. 

"For a gig or something?" Dave asked. 

"Nah, to check out that bassist | told you about," James corrected him. Dave nodded, thinking for a moment. 
He didn't have any plans, and a trip to Frisco was always fun. He might even run into that girl.. he let his mind 
go over the possibilities for a moment. 

"Yeah sure, okay," Dave responded. Couldn't hurt, right? 


They chatted for a while before Dave looked at the time and realized his "date" would be there any moment. 
And so he pretty much pushed the boys out the door. 
"What's her name?" James asked as Dave was nudging him out the door. 


"How the fuck should | know?"Dave responded. And with that, they left. 


This wasn't his girlfriend coming over, Dave didn't have girlfriends as such. This was a hot chick he had a little 


understanding with. Sex for pot. And it worked in both their interests. 


He jumped into the shower and quickly brushed his teeth. It was humid so his hair was just a big fuzz ball. But 
he didn't care. He wasn't really a matter of whether or not he looked pretty. If she wanted what he had, she 


had to give him what he wanted. They'd done this before, and she was very much a willing partner. 


Dave opened the fridge and pulled out another beer. Forgetting that he had just brushed his teeth. It tasted 
weird and he winced a little. Yuck! But after a few mouthfuls he'd essentially washed the toothpaste flavour 
away. All good, he was ready to party on. 


There was a knock on the door. He grabbed another beer and went and opened the door. There she was, bleach 
blond hair, big boobs, short, tiny waist, hot as anything. Name? Who cared. The dogs ignored her, she'd been 
there plenty of times before. 

"You got the stuff?" She asked. 


"Fuck, at least wait until you're inside!" he hissed at her, grabbing her by the arm and pulling her in the door. 


She smiled at him and he downed the last of the beer. He turned on his heels heading back to the fridge. 
"Want a beer?" 

He was being very hospitable. 

"Nah, I'm okay," she replied. 

"Suit yourself," he said back, taking one for himself. 

"So," she continued, "got the stuff?" 

"Yeah, of course," he replied, "but you know it doesn't work like that.” 


He gave her the look, the sly smirk, he was going to get what he wanted. 

"I can't give you money," she said slowly. He shrugged. 

"When have | ever asked you for money, Belinda.. Melinda..?" he struggled trying to remember her name. 
"Maria," she said sounding a little miffed. 


"Maria, | knew that," he winked at her, "sure you don't want a beer?" 


A couple more beers for Dave and a couple for Maria and they were sitting on the couch together. Talking 
about something inane. Movies? Music? Something? He wasn't paying attention to what she was saying, just the 
way her lips moved when she said it. He moved closer to her on the couch, pretending to listen as she babbled 
on about something, she just kept talking and talking. He reached his arm behind her, still pretending to listen, 
he couldn't believe she was still talking. He took the beer from her hand and put it down on the overturned 
milk crate come coffee table. She turned and looked him in the eye for a brief moment before he kissed her 
on the mouth. Long and deep. She was backing up and he was laying her down. 


That dress, he thought, would come off in one quick movement. It was all too easy, and yet, so fucking good. 


She was a good kisser, she knew exactly what she was doing, the way she flicked her tongue over his lips, 
teasing and taunting him. Drove him absolutely crazy. He ran his hands down to her waist. No panties, what a 


bad girl she was. 


She pushed him away, coming up for air a little. He pulled his hair back with his left hand, supporting himself 
with the right. His jeans felt impossibly tight as she slipped her dress off. Another big day at the office? He 
thought to himself. 


"| have somewhere to be this afternoon," she said standing naked in front of him. 
"Where could you possibly have to go?" he said trying to stop himself from throwing himself at her. 
‘My boyfriends parents house for dinner," she said with a deadpan expression 


Was she fucking kidding? She'd gone to one of the seediest neighbourhoods in town to trade sex for drugs but 
had to be out of there quick because she was having dinner.. with her boyfriend's parents? Because she really 
seemed the type you'd take home to meet your mother. 


But what did he care, she was hot and naked in front of him. She wasn't there for a fucking tea party. 

"Does your boyfriend know you're off fucking your drug dealer?" he grinned up at her from the couch. 

She sat down next to him and kissed him deeply again. Muttered something about who gives a fuck. And kissed 
him again. She was playing with the zipper on his jeans. He supposed if she had to be somewhere he better 
give it to her quick. It was the considerate thing to do. 


Again he was laying her down. He sat up slightly and pulled off his jeans. Another quick movement and his shirt 
was off. Back on the couch and he was kissing her again. Their hands ran over each other's bodies. He grasped 
her breast, flicking his thumb quickly over her nipple as she breath quickened. He was kissing her neck as she 


reached downwards, to grasp him in her hands, he was absolutely rock hard. 


He began chewing gently on her ear, she loved it. As he traced circles on her lower back It was driving her 
crazy. He could feel her breathing heavier and heavier. And he'd barely even touched her. 


"Come on," she whispered in his ear. 
Well, why the hell not, he wasn't going to be the one to not give the woman what she wanted. 


He was on top of her, and slowly, gently, he entered her. She let out a gasp, a moan, an audible sigh. He was 
gentle, attentive, he was good. He knew what he was doing and just the way she liked it. It was good, exactly 
what he needed to forget the groggy feeling he'd woken up with. A few beers and a good fuck. 


She wanted it to be quick, she did after all have somewhere to go, so he leaned right back and let her have it. 


She screamed, she squealed, she loved it. 
He had neighbours and paper thin walls. He didn't give a fuck. 


He gripped her legs, and pulled them up, putting them over his shoulders. Hard. Deep. It was good, for both of 
them. 


He was close but she was close. Barely hanging on He was good at what he did. Just a few more deep, long 
strokes and she was shaking. Tightening. And that was it. It was all over for him as well. And he came hard. He 


could barely hold himself up, almost falling on top of her. Absolutely, worth it. 


Normally he'd laze around with her for a while, have a beer, watch some TV, maybe smoke up together, but 
she was up and getting dressed. 

"Where is-" she began. 

"On the kitchen counter," he said pointing it out to her, "get me a beer?" 

She did. He sat up, pulling his shirt back on and forgetting about the jeans. 

"You're going to sit around drinking bear with no pants on all afternoon," she said with her arms crossed 
across her chest. 

"Hey, and watching TV!" he said, motioning for her to switch it on for him so he didn't have to get up. She did. 
What a nice girl she was. 

"Sounds like a fun filled afternoon," she said with just the faintest hint of sarcasm in her voice. 

‘Oh yeah, have fun at your boyfriend's parent's house, you gonna smoke that in their bathroom while they tell 
him how lovely you are and not like those other awful girls he used to bring over, what a bunch of druggos,” 
he teased. She wasn't impressed. In fact she turned on her heals and marched out. He followed her. All the way 
to the street. 

"Oh come on Marial It was a joke!" He yelled out to her. 

"Dave," she said turning to him. 

"Yeah?" 

"Go back inside, you have no pants on" 

He looked down, and she was right. And back inside he went. That could have been embarrassing. 


Chapter 4 


CHAPTER 4 


The weekend came, Dave went around to Ron's place to pick up James and then they headed into the nice part 
of town, into the sea of mansions to pick up Lars. Lars piled into the back and off the headed down the 
highway. They were listening to tapes. AC/DC. Dave's favourite. They ate at a rundown greasy diner. Lots of 
laughs, lots of beating on their chests manly bullshit, well between James and Dave that was. James and Dave 


had a lot in common. 


For a start they were both out on their own. Sure James was living with Ron, but he didn't have parents to 
turn to. They'd split when he was 12, and his mother had died when he was just lb. He'd been on the streets 
for a while, couch-surfed going from friend to friend. He was far from settled though. Dave's parents had split 
when he was 1. Then his mother had dragged Dave and his sisters from place to place, on the run, hiding from 
his father. In his teens Dave rebelled hard. He had anger and aggression and it all spilled out. By the time he 
was |5 his mother had all but given up on him, she moved from the apartment they had been living in and 
Dave was not to move with them. So at I5 he was out on his own. Too young to get a job to support himself 


he dealt drugs to make money and keep a roof over his young head. 


James had come from a family of Christian Scientists, Dave from a family of Jehovah's Witnesses. So they 


could both relate to being surrounded by religious weirdness growing up. 


They both liked guitar and they both liked beer. They had no male role models to turn to, no father figure, so 
they had to figure it out for themselves. And it came out in an over the top, macho, chest beating kind of 
way. They found their role models in the lyrics of rock and roll. 


They banded together, the two of them, as brothers in arms. In a way that often excluded Lars. There was a 
cultural gap. Lars didn't understand the pissing contest that was their friendship. He didn't understand the need 
to prove themselves the biggest, baddest, drunkest, meanest motherfucker of all. It just didn't make sense to 
him. 


When Lars and Dave were alone, he could be kind, calm, caring, giving, almost sweet. He was just a big kid 
really, a teenager refusing to grow up. He cared, intensely, about those he considered to be his friends. Almost 


to the point of caring too much. 


But when James was around it was as if Lars didn't exist. Dave would become a totally different person. Dave 


would be so competitive with James that it was almost as if Lars was never really there. 


They were sitting in a booth. James on one side and Dave and Lars on the other. Dave and James were having 
another of their little ‘contests: First it was who could stuff the most fries in their mouth at once. Then it 
was who could shove a straw up their nose the furthest without wincing. 


"I bet | can get that waitresses number," Dave said raising his eyebrows with the straw still sticking out of his 


nose. 

"You have a straw hanging out of your nose," Lars said with a deadpan expression. 

"And? | bet | could get her number even with the straw hanging out of my nose. Better yet, bet | can get her 
to come out the back for a smoke with me," he winked at James. 

"D bucks says you can't," James replied putting a crumpled up fiver on the table. 

"You're on," Dave said throwing his own note on top of it. Lars took the money and slid it under the table 
rolling his eyes, he hated these stupid contests. 


"Excuse me Miss," Dave said as the waitress walked passed. Straw still hanging from his nose. She turned and 
looked at him with an expression that just said, what the fuck 

| was wondering, well, if you wouldn't mind coming out the back with me for a smoke on your next break?" he 
said with a slight smile, waiting for her answer. Not that he cared one way or another. She looked at the clock 


and then looked back at him. 


"| get off work in I5 minutes, meet me out the back," she said quickly before moving on 


Dave ripped the straw from his nose and Lars went to hand him the cash. 
"IO bucks says you can't fuck her," James said quietly. 


"You're on," Dave said throwing the money on the table. 


About an hour later, James and Lars were standing by the car waiting for Dave to return. Back by the diner, 
Dave was fucking the waitress up against a stack of boxes at the back of the diner. He had to hold his hand 

over her mouth because she was a real screamer. It was quick. He didn't want to leave the guys hanging. As 

soon as he was finished he did his belt back up, and offered her a smoke. 

"No thanks," she said, "I don't smoke." 


Damn. 


He walked back over towards the car, cigarette hanging out of his mouth. 

"You owe him $10 James," Lars said getting in the back again. 

"How did you know?" Dave said jumping into the front and starting up the car, the signal for James to hurry 
up and get in. 

"We could see you," James informed him. 


Dave looked over to where he and, Judy he thought her name was, had been, sure enough, right under a 


street light. Oops. 


They drove off and off they went into the night, rolling into town with the only plan being to drink and see 
that band tomorrow. Where were they going? Didn't matter. They were on a mission. To get drunk and to 
possibly get a bassist. 


All the way they talked shit. Bands they liked, bands they didn't like. Dave had a specific image that he saw in 
his mind when he thought of a heavy metal band, what Lars saw was very different. Dave saw hair down, 
leather, jeans, band shirts, sneakers. Lars saw Judas Priest. Now Dave liked Judas Priest's image, but he didn't 


like their image. James didn't really care one way or the other. 


They rolled into town and headed to a friend's place that was party central. Sure enough it was in full swing. 
Dave parked the car and they climbed out. Assessing the scene, ready to go. The music was pumping, people 


were spilling out onto the front lawn. Seemed to be quite a large number of girls too. Drunk girls. 


James and Lars went off to find their friend and the owner of the house while Dave made his way to the 
bathroom looking for a bath tub filled with ice and beer. As was the custom. He was pleasantly surprised when 
he found a keg on the kitchen table instead. He hadn't been to a kegger in the longest time. He found a stack of 
cups and poured himself a beer before there was a gentle tap on his shoulder. 

"Long time no see stranger," he recognized the voice and spun around. And there she was. 

Jennifer. 


The girl from the bar. The one he'd flirted with. The one he couldn't get out of his head. 
The one with the boyfriend. 


‘Oh hey Jennifer," he said He remembered her name, fuck, he never remembered names. Or faces. Or anything 
of note really. They all sorted melded into one. Unless there was something about them that made them 
special, and she had to be special because he remembered her. 

"I didn't know you guys were back in town?" she said. 

"Oh yeah, just me, James and Lars, down for the weekend to catch a band and hand out, and shit," Dave 
replied, trying to act cool. 

"So just the three of you?" she questioned. 

"Yup, just the three of us," Dave wasn't saying much, surprisingly he felt really nervous around her. He didn't 
feel nervous around the girls who traded him sex for drugs, he didn't feel nervous around the waitress he'd 
fucked behind the diner, he didn't feel nervous banging wannabe groupies backstage against his Marshall stack 
He couldn't remember the last time he felt so nervous around a girl. But he did. It was kind of exciting. 

"Uhh drink?" he offered pointed to the keg. 

"Sure," she smiled. 

He took a new cup and poured her a beer, handed it over and offered a toast to a good night. It sounded 
forced, he felt silly, she took it, toasted with him and winked at him. 

"So, is your boyfriend here tonight?" he asked, trying to keep the conversation going. 

"No actually, he's out of town doing a gig or something, won't be back for a few days," she said. Was she 
suggesting something? Flirting with him again? He couldn't read her and it pissed him off. So he drank. Finished 
and poured himself another. 

"Easy there tiger, save some room for later..." she said pointing to her purse. She opened it slightly, and tipped 
it so he could see into it. A bottle of vodka She was bad. 

"Are you intending to get me drunk, Jenny?" he said, teasing her. He couldn't help be a smart mouth. 

"Well, | didn't know that you were going to be here, but now that you are, why the fuck not?" she grabbed him 
by the hand and pulled him to the living room before practically throwing him on a chair and sitting down next 
to him. 

"Lets hang out,” she instructed. 

"Ummm, alright then," he agreed. 

A beautiful girl wanted to hang out and get drunk with him. He was cool with that. If only she didn't make him 


feel so god damn nervous. She was a firecracker, that was for sure, so different from the other girls he'd 


been with before. He liked her. More than, she is hot, I'd like to fuck her in the back of my car and then 
forget about her, he actually enjoyed her company. Too bad she had a boyfriend. Maybe she'd have to just be 
a bit of fun afterall. He wasn't going to let a girl that hot walk right passed without him having a crack. Wasn't 


his style. 


They were sitting, chatting, talking shit really, nothing of note was being said, but he liked talking to her. He 
liked the way she laughed and the way almost everything she said was so, so suggestive. She sat on the ugly 
floral couch with her legs tucked up underneath her, she was leaning back, her long dark hair cascading over 
her shoulders. Her nose wrinkled when she laughed, and she laughed a lot. She was sweet, she was funny, and 
Dave could feel himself warming up to her. He wasn't like this with many people. She made him open up in a 
way he hadn't with many people before, let alone a girl. With girls, well he'd chat them up a bit, fuck them, and 
then leg it before morning. Alternatively he had a couple of girls who would come over, have sex and then 
maybe hang out for a while drinking beer and smoking pot. He didn't do the girlfriend-boyfriend thing. He wasn't 
into relationships. He liked running alone. He liked being alone. He had plenty of friends to keep him company 
when he wanted to. 


But he was enjoying spending time with Jennifer. He felt drawn to her. He felt like he was becoming comfortable 
with her. Drinking beer and talking shit in a room full of people drinking and talking shit. At the same time it 


felt like there was no one else in the room. Just them. 


They were talking about a movie she had recently seen, he'd missed the title, but he loved the way she was 
so animated when talking about the action and explosions. Suddenly, Dave felt a hand on his shoulder, turned 
around to see Lars and James standing behind him. 

"Who's your friend?" James asked pointing at Jennifer. 

"This is Jennifer, this is-" he started doing the introductions. 

"I know these guys," she interrupted, "well | know Lars, but | know OF James." 

Lars and James sort of stood their awkwardly for a moment before James turned to Dave to start speaking. 
Jennifer interrupted 

"lIl give you your friend back boys, | should probably go find the girl | came with and make sure she's not 
doing something she'll regret in the morning," she said getting up from the couch. Dave was disappointed, his 


expression said it all. 


Lars and James both squeezed next to him on the couch. 

"You alright man, you look weird," James said. 

"What the hell guys! Couldn't you see | was, you know, with someone," he managed to find the words. 

"Didn't get your fill at the diner then?" Lars teased. 

"Funny, real funny,” Dave seethed. 

"Go find her then," Lars suggested, "doesn't she have a boyfriend anyway?" 

Dave didn't want to think about that. At that point in time she was just a cool chick to hang out with. Which 
was new and different for him, having a girl who was just his friend. Sure she was hot, sure he guessed that 


she was flirting with him half the time, but he liked the way he felt around her. 


He got up to go after her, but she was lost in the sea of people. And after asking around a bit, well it turned 


out she had left. 
Bummer. 


So Dave had a few more beers, then a bottle of vodka came out from somewhere and he had a few shots. He 
was blind, rotten, drunk. Absolutely pickled. He was lying on the couch with a cigarette hanging out of his 
mouth, was it lit? Was he still yet to light it? Didn't matter. He could feel his eyes getting heavy, the room 


was spinning, his limbs felt like cinder blocks. 
He was done. And that was where he stayed. 


3 REE KK 


"Dave! Dave!" a hissing whisper came from the dark. His eyes had shut when the party was in full swing, now 
he was cold on the couch, in the dark, and someone was hissing his name. 

"Over here," he whispered back. 

"Where?" the voice whispered back. 

"On the couch." 

Suddenly he felt a hand touch his face. 

"Is that you?" 

Dave shut his eyes tight trying to make them adjust to the darkness but it was no good, he saw nothing. 
"Is me, who are you?" 

"Its Jenny!" 

He was shocked. She'd come back. 

"I thought you'd left," he whispered. He had no idea if there was anyone else in the room or not, but he 
followed her lead. He moved deeper into the couch giving her room to sit down, she did. 

"| left, but | came back," she was still whispering. His night vision was adjusting and he could make out the 
outline of her face. 

"Why?" 

His mouth felt dry and his head was spinning, hung over? Not even close. Still drunk. It would hurt in the 
morning. 

| forgot something," she replied. 

"What did you forget?" he asked. 


"This," she said leaning in to kiss him. 


It was completely unexpected. Dave was surprised to say the least. But a few seconds into it and he was 
kissing her back He placed his hands one cupping the nape of her neck and the other on her lower back. He 
pulled her into him, their lips still locked. Their bodies against each other. Her hands slipped under his shirt, and 
she ran her fingers along his chest. He kissed her deeply, his head spinning from the alcohol, he had no idea 
what was going on but it felt really good. She pulled away abruptly and stood up. 


‘lm sorry," she said, "I have to go." 


Dave was confused, shocked, disappointed. And before he could say anything she was gone. 


And there he was lying on the couch, cold, alone, drunk and with a tent in his pants. What a disappointing 
ending. And it had been a while since he'd been with a woman who kissed quite like that. 


Eventually he pushed her out of his mind and went back to sleep. And has he had predicted, he woke in the 
morning feeling seedy. His euphoric drunk state had passed and now he was just hung over. His stomach 

lurched, his head ached and spun, his mouth felt like it was stuff with cotton wool, he was sick as a dog. He 
sat up on the couch, Lars was asleep upright in an arm chair and James was sprawled out on the floor. No 


one else in the room. 


He slowly and carefully stood up, but it clearly wasn't enough because he could feel the vomit coming and he 
ran straight out the front door and threw up in the garbage can. Ramen noodles, he didn't remember eating 
that. He wiped his face, put the lid back on the bin, and made his way back into the house. He found a 
bathroom to wash his face, flicked the lock closed on the door and then stripped off before jumping into the 


shower. 


A good hot shower would certainly make him feel better. He felt like death warmed up. He didn't even have the 
strength to stand up, so he sat on the floor letting the warm water wash over him. It had been a good night. 
Plenty of free booze, good friends, he tried to stretch his memory to see just how much of the night he 
could remember. He smiled remembering the waitress at the diner, that had been good fun She just could not 
control herself, her rather her voice. Lucky he'd had the smarts to cover her mouth or they would have had 
an audience, well more than just James and Lars watching. He remembered rocking up, James and Lars splitting 


off in one direction, and then, Jenny. 


Jenny. She'd come back Or was it a dream? Had she really kissed him, or had that been a drunken fantasy? Or 
someore else entirely? That was possible. It had been dark and he had drunk a hell of a lot. So either scenario 


was possible. 


But if it had been someone else, why would it have stopped so suddenly and abruptly? And if it had of been 
Jenny, well, why did she stop and leave again? Didn't she want to? Didn't she like him? Was it the boyfriend 
thing? 


He put his fingers to his lips thinking about her kiss. Her lips, they were so soft, and her kiss gentle, yet deep 
and passionate. Dave was the get down to business guy, and yet he found himself dwelling on one single kiss. He 
could kiss those lips all night long and her perfume had lingered in the air long after she'd split. Teasing him, 


taunting him. 


But just thinking about it was getting him excited again He was just the way she had left him. Rock hard and 
alone. But this time he wasn't alone on a cold couch in a room that he thought was full of sleeping people. He 
was alone in a locked bathroom in the shower by himself. And hell if you want something done right, he 
chuckled to himself. 


With Jenny and her kiss in mind, he took himself in his hand and proceeded to relieve himself of his problem. 


Blue balls, way worse than the sting of rejection. Admittedly this was all part of his "morning after plan" Dave 
had been hung over enough times to know what worked for him. Throw up, drink water, maybe throw up again, 
masturbate, greasy breakfast, coffee, more water. He had no idea why it worked, but it did. And by midday 
he'd be ready to go again. And he would go again, because they had a big night out planned. 


But in that moment all he was thinking of was Jenny. All that was on his mind was her kiss. As the water 
cascaded down his naked torso and he gripped himself, hard. He imagined it was her hand, not his own. He 
pictured her sitting in front of him. Her lips on his again. Her hand moving up and down along his shaft, slow at 
first, but harder and faster. She'd probably be very good at it, he figured, no one kissed like that and didn't 


know what they were doing. 


He pictured that look, that flirtatious sexy look she gave him, first at the bar and then again standing by the 
keg, and yet again sitting across the couch from him. Fuck she had no idea what she was doing to him. She was 


driving him absolutely crazy. 


And what if it didn't end there? What if she climbed up onto his lap, what if they were again in a room full of 
people and she un-did his zipper and sat on his lap. He started thinking about how she might feel. Would she be 
slow, gentle, teasing, seductive, or would she just go for it, hell to it, would she be very good or very good at 


being bad? 


He could barely take it anymore, his breathing quickened and his heart raced. He pictured her face, glowing 


with ecstasy. And then, he came, harder than he had in recent memory. And he was done. 
He washed himself off and managed to stand up. He washed his hair and face before turning the water off and 
getting out. He dried himself off, he felt so much better. Relaxed, calm, his head level and the alcohol leaving 


his system. A greasy breakfast and some coffee and he'd be brand new again. 


"Come on boys, let's go get a feed," he instructed James and Lars, both who were at this stage reeling on the 
living room floor in agony. Their heads splitting and their bellies aching. 


Dave, however, would wear that smile all day long. 


Chapter 5 


CHAPTER 5 


James, Dave and Lars bummed around town all afternoon. They had a feed, took a walk, hung out at a park 
talking shit, music mostly, and checking out chicks. Just killing time really. In the afternoon they hooked up with 
some friends and hit a burger bar for dinner. Big, greasy, cheap. Perfect for starving artists. A feed like this 
didn't happen very often. Mostly it was ramen noodles, bologna sandwiches, toast, instant this and just add 
water that. Burger, fries, soda, heaven. 


They were a rowdy bunch of young boys. Joking around and laughing loud. They weren't hurting anyone but 
they certainly were disturbing other customers. And being boys, they were messy. There was bottomless soda 
so they were making the most of it. And there was an air of competition Adding fries into the burger to see 


who could take the biggest mouthful, who could drink a soda the fastest, eat the fastest. Talk with the most 
food in their mouth. There was yelling, swearing, and a whole lot of laughing. A good start to the night. 


Then it was time to hit the bar. And the boys were going to hit it hard. Beers for everyone. Round one. Round 
two. Fuck the glass, take the jug. There was back slapping and joking around. Chest thumping and bragging 
amongst the boys. The first band kicked off and there was some head banging to be done. 


The buzz around Trauma, and in particular, Cliff was huge, and everyone was talking about it. There was an air 
of anticipation. Something was going to happen, and it was going to be huge. Dave was excited, keen and eager. 
He wanted to know what all the fuss was about. And why they'd come so far for a bass player. 


Not to mention the previous night was still playing on his mind. Was it real or a drunken dream? Either way, it 


had been amazing. 


The band played on and the beers kept flowing. Dave was feeling a little tipsy but James and Lars were 
relatively sober. They were men on a mission. It was obvious they were there for a reason. It had been a while 


since Dave had seen either of them so serious and focussed. 


The band finished up and were packing up. Trauma were up next and the air was tense. There was chatter, 
Cliff was the name he kept hearing over and over. Cliff. You gotta see Cliff. Cliff is coming up. Oh man, he is 
going to just blow your fucking mind. No one was saying Trauma, just the name of this awesome, fantastic, 
amazing bass player. Dave had a superiority complex when it came to bass versus guitar. Guitarists in his 
mind were superior in every single form, and bass was simply there to serve the guitar sound. So to say he 


was a sceptic was a massive understatement. 


The band came out and the crowd went ballistic. Whooping, yelling, screaming, girls squealing, girls jumping up 
and down. The crowd reaction alone might have been enough to sell James on the idea, the girls getting excited 
was a big plus for Dave, but Lars needed to hear the guy actually play. There he was, the bass, Cliff or 


whatever. Long hair (check in the box for Dave), a cowboy hat, bell bottoms, an open vest, facial hair. He 


looked like he just didn't give a fuck And there was no attitude more metal than that. 


And then that started to play, that was when Dave really felt he had to just shut up and listen. This bassist. 
He was amazing! Man could he play. The guitarist and the drummer were okay but Dave, he found himself 
focussed on this bassist. Cliff, or whatever his name was, and he could see why Lars was intent on having him, 


and not Ron, to take Metallica to the next level. 


But Dave knew it wasn't as simple as that, more than good musicians they had to be able to spend time 
together and enjoy each other's company. That hadn't been happening so much with Ron of late, it was 
beginning to seem as though he didn't really want to be there and his days were numbered. 


Dave could see Metallica going higher and higher, and he thought he would be a part of that. He had no idea 


his days were numbered as well. 


He revelled along with the crowd and all too soon, Trauma's set was over. He watched Lars and James make a 


bee line for their bassist while he hung back and made his way over to the bar. Time for another beer. 


Then he cought a glimpse of her across the room. Her dark hair and pale skin He could spot her a mile away 
now. 


Jenny. 


He made a beeline for her, not knowing what he was going to say but needing to say something. Anything. He 
had to talk to her. He felt drawn to her. 


He tapped her on the shoulder and she turned around. She smiled. 

"Fancy seeing you here, Dave," she flirted, 

"Good night last night?" he tried making small talk. 

"Well it was, and then it wasn't," she toyed with him. 

"And then it wasn't?" 

She had laid out the bait, and like a fool he bit. 

"It all ended too soon," she continued. 

"What ended too soon?" he asked as she stepped closer to him. 

"This," she said taking one hand and firmly, but still gently, grabbing his crotch. In a room full of people. Dave 
was shocked, surprised, and instantly hard. He couldn't help it, she did crazy things to his brain 


She let go and winked at him. There was no time to say anything, because seconds later who should turn up. 
Her boyfriend. A drink in each hand, he handed one to her and then put his arm around her. 

"Kirk, have you met Dave before?" Jenny half-heartedly made the introductions. Dave's head was spinning, he 
had absolutely no idea what was going on. So she HAD come back to the party last night and kissed him. And 
then she had grabbed him at the bar. But her boyfriend was there, with his arm around her. Completely 
oblivious that his girlfriend had just grabbed another guy's junk. Dave and Kirk made small talk while Dave tried 
To ignore his arm around Jenny's shoulders, or the way she played with the straw with her tongue while 


starring right at him. They were chatting about gigs, guitar set ups, bands they liked. Hell, Kirk seemed like a 
nice enough guy, a little on the quiet side but he was okay. Certainly seemed like a nice boyfriend. And yet 


there was Jenny, teasing him, taunting him, driving him crazy. 


Dave finished his drink quick, he had to get out of there, and fast. He found James and Lars who were deep in 
conversation with this bass player. They did the introductions and it turned out his name was indeed Cliff. They 
were heading to a sort of “after party" and Cliff suggested that they should come along. Sounded like a good 
plan. At this stage all Dave wanted to do was get absolutely hammered drunk and fuck some random girl until 
he forgot all about that prick tease Jenny. And seeing the crowd reaction to Trauma, there would be plenty of 
girls at one of their parties. 


So they piled into the back of some van and headed down the street, a bottle of cheap booze being passed 
between them. Cliff was saying that they'd probably know some of the people there. It was a small scene after 
all. He rattled off some names and the three of them nodded along, sure they knew some of them. 

"And the boys from Exodus," he continued the list. 

James and Lars were nodding along but Dave felt the bottom drop out of his stomach. A whole night of 
watching them together and he was trapped in the missile headed straight towards it with no way of getting 
out of it. He took a big swig from his drink. He could not think of anything worse than watching them being all 
cute after what she had been doing when Kirk wasn't around. 

"And there will be girls, lots and lots of really good looking girls," Cliff said Dave seemed to visibly perk up. 
James laughed. 

"You've got his attention now, fucking horny bastard," he said slapping Dave over the back 

"Twenty bucks says | pick up and score before you even pluck up the courage to talk to a girl," Dave taunted 
James. 

Lars rolled his eyes. More of this. 

"Thirty buck says | pick up before either of you finish your first drink," Cliff said to both of them with a sly 
smile. 

"Throw some money in James, Lars, first one to fuck gets the lot," Dave said eagerly. 

‘Ive only got a ten left," James said throwing his crumpled bill onto the pile. 

"And..." Dave leered at Lars. Lars wasn't keen but he didn't want to be left out, he wanted to fit in, he wanted 
to be one of the boys. So he took a twenty out of his wallet and threw it in. Why not, he was pretty keen to 


see some action anyway. 


They arrived and they all piled out of the van onto the lawn of some split level suburban dive. They were men 
on a mission. Get drunk, and get laid. And not in that particular order. There was plenty of alcohol. Dave wasn't 


looking for the prettiest or the sweetest, just whoever would put out fast. That money was his. 


He had a strategy, stand by the alcohol, scope out the girls as they came by, pick the perfect one. And it 
worked. It wasn't long before he found himself sitting on back porch with a lovely young lady by the name of 
Michelle. Michelle was from out of state and her hobbies included playing tennis, listening to Black Sabbath and 
smoking weed. Good stuff. Not that Dave really cared. He was sitting listening to her talk and in the back of his 
mind wondering how the other guys were going. To say that he was a little competitive was an absolute 


understatement. He had to make this happen before any of the other guys had an opportunity to say a word. 


"Hey," Michelle said, "they have a hot tub!" 

Dave jumped up and indeed they did. 

"Won't it take a while to heat up, or something?" he questioned. He pulled back the cover and it was already on 
and warm. Excellent. 

"I have nothing to swim in, is it okay if | just go in naked?" she winked at him, before he could answer she was 
already taking off her clothes. She took off her top and then proceeded to unhook her bra with one hand. She 
slipped off her pants while looking right into his eyes and then slipped off her underwear and stepped into the 
hot tub. 


He could see everything. And it was really hot. 
That answered that question 
He stripped down himself and got in the hot tub. It was warm, a nice change from the cold night on the porch. 


She began kissing him, he could taste the cheap booze on her breath and she was clearly a little bit tipsy. But 
either way, it was going to happen. She was on his lap, she could feel her hips grinding gently against him as 
she kissed him. She was eager. Anyone could see them, anyone could pop their head up though the back door 
and see exactly what they were up to. And that was all part of the fun. 

"Come on," she whispered in his ear in a way that made the hairs stand up on the back of his neck. He nodded 
and playfully nipped her neck. He reached down and rearranged himself. She was riding him, moaning loudly but 
he didn’t care. It felt incredible. The way she moved her hips was unlike anything he had ever felt before. 


Besides he didn’t really care if someone heard, an eye witness might help him win the bet. 


He leant back and let her go for it. And go for it she did. This was a girl who knew what she wanted. She was 
riding him hard and fast. The water splashing around her and the bubbles tickling Dave's back With one hand 
he played with her breast, every so often he would flick his thumb over her nipple making her moan with 
ecstasy. In the other hand he held a beer. And whenever her lips weren't on his, he'd take a sneaky mouth full. 


She was very good at what she was doing. It wasn't long before she was quivering with pure delight as she 
orgasmed, hard. And he was heading that way too. As she tightened and released, he let go and was spent. She 
hopped off and next to him, grabbing a towel from the rail she got out of the hot tub. She dried herself off 
before throwing the towel in his direction as he got out. 


"Thanks for the sex," she joked. 


He heard footsteps in the back yard, then up the stairs. They were both quickly trying to pull their clothes on, 
being caught in the act was one thing but being caught with your pants down was a totally different kettle of 
fish. 

"Hi Dave." 

He recognized the voice. 


Jenny. 


How much had she seen? And into the light she stepped, hand in hand with Kirk. 


Michelle had already left, gone inside, whatever. 

"Good night then?" she asked. Kirk had a case of beer under his arm. It looked pretty heavy. He excused 
himself to go put it inside. 

"Very good night, thank you very much," Dave leered at her. 

"Good for you then," she said dismissively. 

‘Shouldn't you, | don't know, run on after your boyfriend? Like a good litle girl," he said pulling on his shirt. 
"Oh Dave, you know there isn't a thing good about me," she winked at him before heading into the house. 


A part of him was hoping to make that Jennifer jealous. Instead she was coming onto him stronger than ever. 
What the hell was wrong with that girl? And what the hell was wrong with him? Why was he letting her get 
into his head? 


He headed back to the party, Cliff was making out with some girl on the couch, James was awkwardly talking 
to some girl in another room, and Lars. Lars was passed out on the hosts kid brother's bottom bunk. Dave 


had won the money fair and square. He gingerly reached into Lars's pocket and fished it out. Job done. 


Chapter 6 


The rest of the night was becoming a blur. Drinking, drinking games, loud music, a chair went through a window 
at some point and the party raged on. Then everything became clear again. Dave was sitting at one end of the 
table and Kirk at the other, not talking to each other but not ignoring each other. At one point Kirk slid a beer 
across the table to Dave, and he'd nodded a thanks. It was so loud and busy, sitting so far away from each 
other there was no way they'd be able to hear each other anyway. So all was good, they were all drinking and 
having fun. Dave was doing shots with some random guy who had challenged him to a drinking contest, and 


Dave was never one to Turn down an opportunity to show off. 


He had his shots lined up ready to go when out of the corner of his eye he saw her approach the table. She 
walked right passed him as if he wasn't there at all and plonked herself down on Kirk's lap. She playfully toyed 
with his hair as he chatted away, the whole time looking right at Dave. Kirk put his arms around her and she 
leaned in to kiss him. Dave watched as they kissed, and as Kirk let his hands wander down her back. She pulled 
away, stood up and took him by the hand. Off they went and Dave knew exactly what they were going to do. 

As they walked passed him, Jenny leaned down to whisper in Dave's ear. 

"Have a good night Dave." 

And they disappeared. 


Dave fumed. He seethed. He was letting her get under his skin. And he hated it. He shot a bottle of vodka, shot 
after shot after shot. He was so angry he could feel his ears getting hot. He got up from the table, swayed, 


and stumbled out into the living room. 


And some point in the night Lars must have gotten up from the bunk, because now he was in the living room 
with some guy yelling in his face. Dave, already angry and fired up, jumped in. This guy was much bigger than 
Lars, and much older, he was throwing his weight around. Now Dave wasn't the biggest guy, but he knew how 


to fight. Add to that the beer, the scotch, and the vodka he had under his belt. Plus the mood Jennifer had 
put him in. He was ready to go. 


And no one messed with his band mates, his friend, his brother. 


"What the fuck bro," Dave yelled. He was up, chest out, pointing his index finger right in this guys chest. 
"This doesn't concern you," he said trying to push Dave to the side. 

"It fucking does, no one talks to my friend like that," Dave yelled. 

"You wanna go huh? You wanna go?" 

By this stage the music was off and everyone was crowding around them. 

"Yeah | wanna fucking go, let me fucking have it," Dave said pointing to his cheek As the fist came towards 
him, Dave ducked and then threw his own punch. It connected. Hard. He went to punch Dave back and he 
grabbed his fist and twisted it behind his back. He struggled against him so Dave kicked him in the middle of 
his back pushing him away. The guy was angry, he spat blood and went at Dave yelling. Dave fly kicked him in 
the chest and he was down. Dave jumped and sat on his chest, rabbit punching him in the head. 


He stood up, letting his opponent up who came at him again. Dave grabbed his fist, twisted it behind his back 
again and forced him down to the ground. He struggled and squealed so Dave let him up, again He came at 
Dave, he just wouldn't let up, so this time Dave just pushed him, hard. He hit the ground and all that could be 
heard was a sickening snap. It sounded like wet wood breaking. 

"My arm! You've broken my fucking arm!" he yelled. 

The crowd rushed over to him, Dave felt a hand on his back and spun around to see Lars and James standing 
there. 

"Thanks man," Lars said quietly. 

"No problem bro," Dave nodded, "where'd Cliff go?" 


"He split ages ago," James explained. 


Someone handed Dave a bottle of cheap bourbon on the party raged on. The guy with the broken arm was 
taken to hospital but no one was missing him. The rest of the night went by as every party seemed to, 


drinking, mucking around, passing out wherever they fell. 


The next few weeks went by in a blur. They went back to LA and Ron was either fired or quit, depending on 
who you talked to. This wasn't a problem however because Cliff had agreed to join the band. On one condition 
They had to move to San Francisco. Now this wasn't so much of a problem, they loved playing there, the LA 
scene wasn't really that welcoming to them anyway, they were keen for the move to happen. But it was going 


to take a while. Months even. They didn't have the means to do it all one hit. 


Ron had kicked James out, so James was camping out with Dave in the mean time. And boy was that an eye 
opening experience for the kid Get out, he'd be told, | have a girl coming over for a few hours. Forget what 
you see, he'd be told, and then he'd see a drug deal going down. There was daily drinking, a lot of pot to smoke, 
and well the girls Dave had over for some fun, often brought a friend with them. It'd be Dave and one girl in 


the bedroom and James and another girl on the couch. 


They'd spend the afternoon playing guitar, smoking pot, listening to records, and then heading out to a party 
and getting drunk. They'd stumble in early in the morning and pass out wherever. The number of times they'd 
end up falling into the bed together, top to tail, next to each other, climbing over each other to beat the other 
one to the bathroom to hurl. 


It was a pretty good arrangement. 


Little by little they were getting their things ready, packing, saving their pennies, ready to go to San Francisco. 


It was New Year's Eve 1982, and they had headed to San Francisco for the week. The objective was to find 
somewhere to live, to jam with Cliff, and to get very very drunk, and possibly get laid. It wouldn't be hard to 
achieve. Dave was determined to do a few deals as well, he had to build a new customer base if he was going 
to transfer his business. That wouldn't be too difficult though, wherever he went people were wanting to buy. 


It was cold, but alcohol would surely keep them warm. Cliff had invited them to a party at a friend's place, 


some guy he'd gone to school with. Everyone knew everyone, and it was probably a good opportunity to meet 


some people they'd be hanging out with. 
"Besides," Cliff had explained, "this guy knows A LOT of stupidly hot chicks.” 
And the boys were sold on the idea. 


They had pooled their money together and bought a couple of cases of beer and a couple of bottles of cheap 
vodka. The vodka wouldn't be nice to drink, it'd be like drinking paint thinner, but it would get the job done, and 
the four of them would be well and truly hammered by the time 1983 was being rung in 


They arrived at the house, a big two storey place with a huge yard and they certainly weren't the first to 
arrive. There were bodies everywhere, alcohol flowing. Was that a couple of kegs on the table? They had 


ARRIVED! These were the sort of parties they loved. No, lived for. 


They made their way inside and Cliff introduced them to the host. Brad something his name was, Dave didn't 
really catch much of the conversation. He was more interested in finding somewhere to put the case of beer, 


and to get the drinking started. 


They branched off in different directions. It was freezing cold and yet there were still drunk people in the pool. 
Someone had put on Black Sabbath's Paranoid, and it was pumping so loud that the walls almost shook. 
"Hey this song would be way cooler if it were way faster," Dave said to James and they both laughed. 


At that point they both noticed some naked chick jumping off the diving board. She must have been drunk, and 
she must have been very cold. Just watching her made both guys want to hug their denim jackets closer. 
"Bet you'd like to warm her up," James joked, nudging Dave in the ribs. 

"| prefer my women with a bit more.. self control?" Dave joked. They watched as another girl pulled her from 


the pool and wrapped her in a towel or blanket of some sorts. Ipm and she was done. 


People came and people left, the crowd that night was fluid and ever changing. He spotted her across the 
room, standing in the kitchen, mixing a drink, alone. It had been a while since he'd seen her, a few weeks 


perhaps, but she had been playing on in his mind the whole time. 


He was wary to approach her, the last time he had her boyfriend had swooped in. But he hadn't seen him or 
the other Exodus guys around, so maybe this was his chance to catch her on her own. For what purpose 
exactly, he had no idea. But he felt he could no longer resist the urge to ask her what the hell was going on 


He made his way over to her, she was standing by the beer anyway, with the intention of just making small 
talk and seeing how he went. What was the worst that could happen? She'd walk away. No big loss. 


She looked up as he was making his way over and smiled at him. Friendly, welcoming. Maybe this conversation 
would be different. Maybe this time she wouldn't come on so strong. Maybe he wouldn't walk away feeling two 


foot small. 


He was standing next to her and proceeded to pour himself a drink. He was waiting for her to say something, 


anything, he didn't want to be the one to start the conversation. And it seemed she didn't want to either, so 


they both stood their awkwardly for a moment. 

"He's not here you know," she said finally, "you can relax." 

He laughed nervously. 

"Don't you mean YOU can relax, | haven't cheated on anyone," he began. He instantly knew he'd said the wrong 
thing. That look on her face. She was pissed. She grabbed him by the arm and he found himself being dragged 
out of the house and out into the backyard. There was an old looking swing set and she instructed him to sit. 
He did. And she sat on the other swing. 

"You can't say that to me," she said angrily. 

"Why the fuck not Jenny, you flirt with me, wink at me, come back to a party and kiss me, grab my fucking 
dick in a packed bar. You fucking tease me and you know it. And | can't say anything to you." 

There was silence for a moment while Jenny thought over what she was going to say next. Dave had his feet 
firmly on the ground while Jenny kicked with hers against the dirt. 

"| don't know, like | have a great boyfriend and he's everything | could want in a boyfriend," she began. 

Oh here we go, Dave thought, talk up the other guy, make him feel like an asshole for wanting her. 

"But he's nothing like you, and | can't get you out of my head" 

She was looking at her feet, embarrassed maybe. 

"You have a nice boyfriend," Dave couldn't believe the words that were coming out of his own mouth, "and 
you're chasing me. l'm not a nice guy, lm a fucking hell spawn" 

Why was he discouraging her? Normally he didn't care if they had a boyfriend or not, normally he didn't even 
care to take a name. But for some reason that he couldn't quite put his finger on, he couldn't do that. Not 
now. Not with her. And he didn't know why. 

"| dunno, | don't want to, but | can't help myself when I'm around you, | just." she couldn't finish the sentence. 
"Well, not many can resist the Mustaine charm," he joked, trying unsuccessfully to break the tension. He looked 
over at her and saw her run the back of her hand across her cheeks. She was crying. And was in no way 
equipped to deal with that. He got off his swing and knelt down in front of her putting his hands on her 
shoulders. 

"Don't cry, please don't cry," he said, his brow creased with concern 

"IFs just, | feel like a fucking idiot," she managed before bursting into sobbing hot tears, "I hear myself saying 
these things and just think, what am | doing?" 

Suddenly she was in his arms, crying into his chest. Dave felt awkward to say the least. He put his arms 
around her and held her close. 

"Ahhh... don't worry about it, | can leave you alone and it'll all be fine," he suggested. And she cried harder. 
"Or not, | can go nowhere," he continued. It was in that moment that he realized, despite having bedded more 
girls than he could think to remember, he knew absolutely nothing about the opposite sex. He was really 
confused, she'd flirted, acted on it, come on so strong, and it had all ended up with her sobbing in his arms. 
It Il be okay," he tried comforting her, "you've done nothing wrong." 

That was a lie of course, but he would say anything in that moment to get her to just stop crying. She did. 
She pulled herself up and sat there starring into his eyes. She had to have known what she was doing to him. 
"Haven't |? | went back to that party and-" she started but Dave cut her off. 

"No one needs to know, | won't tell anyone if you don't," he reassured her. She wiped her tears away again and 
smiled. 

"So you won't tell anyone, at all?" she questioned him. 


"Of course not, it's our secret." 


They sat there for a moment on the cold grass with her perched on his lap. He felt her legs wrapped around 
him. Her long fingers curling and uncurling his hair. She was looking right into his eyes. His heart raced, he 
could feel the blood pumping in his ears. Neither said a word. He didn't get her, one minute she was crying and 
the next.. 

"Won't tell anyone?" she whispered. 

"Not a soul," he managed. His lips quivered, the temptation to kiss her was growing. 

"Our secret?" she whispered this time right into his ear. The hairs on the back of his neck stood up, he had 
goose bumps down the backs of his legs. 

"Uh-huh," he squeaked. Very aware of the fact that she could up and run, again, at any second. He felt her 


warm breath on his neck as she continued to play with his hair. 


He felt awkward, no idea where to put his hands, or what to do. He sat there, frozen, with her on his lap 
breathing down his neck and playing with his hair. She rested her head on his chest and heaved a heavy sigh. 
"Are you okay?" he asked. She had now rested her hands on his chest as well and was slowly unbuttoning his 
jacket. 

"Yeah, just thinking," she led him. Once again, as he always did, he took the bait. 

"I was thinking of all the things that we could do if you were my boyfriend," she mused. 

"You don't want me as your boyfriend, I'm not that kind of guy. | don't take girls out, or buy them presents or 
any of that bullshit," and he wasn't lying. He wasn't the boyfriend type. 

“That wasn't what | was thinking." 

He couldn't take it anymore, he wanted her off so he could go back inside and drink. He couldn't deal with this. 
If she wanted him, fine, he could fuck her and feel no remorse. But he was done with the head games. She had 
him in a trap and now he wanted out. 


But he couldn't bring himself to do a damn thing. He sat there, frozen in place, as her hands found their way 
inside his jacket. They were cold, even with the t-shirt between her hands and his skin. She tilted her head up 
and he could feel her warm, sweet breath against his skin. 

"What do you want from me Jenny," he said finally. 

"| don't know," she said. Her hands had found their way under his shirt now and they were cold as ice. He 
breathed heavily. She rested her head again on his chest. He'd never realized just how short she was until that 
moment. 

"Anyone could see us here," he breathed. 

“There's no one around, everyone has gone inside, it's too cold," she said as she playfully toyed with his chest 
hair, "and you said you wouldn't tell anyone." 

A whole range of what ifs were playing themselves out in his head He was trying to think of anything else but 


those hands on his skin He couldn't move a muscle. 


"| just," she began, "I just want." 
Dave listened with eager anticipation. Hanging on her words as if he were waiting for permission. 


"| just want you." 


Those were exactly the words he had wanted to hear. He no longer cared about her boyfriend, or band 
relations, or anything but getting just what he wanted. He didn't care if anyone saw, or heard, or found out, 


she had led him on for so long. So damn long. 


He leant forward and kissed her, and to his great relief she kissed him back. His hands holding her forearms as 
he kissed her for what felt like the longest time. Her hands were still tucked into his shirt, but they were still 
She was distracted. And she was such a good kisser, just as he had remembered. She pulled away from 
playfully nipping at his lip as she pulled herself back. He was breathless. 


She unzipped her jacket and Dave began to quickly unbutton her blouse, just a few from the top. Following her 
lead he slipped his hands down the front of her shirt and quickly brushed over her breast. He felt nervous in 


a way that he hadn't around a woman in a very long time. 


She took his hand in her own and placed it on her chest, holding it there. He could feel her heart racing against 
his hand, if he'd ever been confused before, now his mind was a real mess. 

"Are you sure," he began, he could hardly believe the words he could hear coming out of his own mouth, 
there she was, the girl he had been lusting after, the one he wanted so bad, and he was asking her if it was 
really what she wanted. Could it be, could it be that he actually cared about her a little? That she was more 
than a pair of legs that were a means to an end for him? 

"Yes," she whispered. Her voice was soft, sweet and sent shivers down his spine. 

"Are you sure this is what you want?" he asked again, his lips practically on hers. She nodded and he moved in 
to kiss her. 


She hesitated for a moment and he felt crushed. She was going to leave again, he was sure of it. She rested 
her forehead against his chin and gently kissed his neck. It was so cold he could see his own warm breath 
against the cold night air. He was going to follow her lead, leave it all up to her. And yet he couldn't help 
himself. He shifted his hand slightly and placed his hand over her left breast. She breathed in quickly. She took 
her hands off his and pushed herself back slightly, she undid a few more buttons, reached behind herself into 
the back of her jacket and unclipped her bra. 


Again he placed his hand in her shirt as she leant in to kiss him. He found himself almost massaging her 
breast as she kissed him hard on the mouth. Her skin was so soft, like silk. He felt incredibly self conscious all 
of a sudden. She smelt so damn good and he was sure he smelt like stale smoke and cheap booze. But she 


wasn't moving away. 


Her hands were moving southward now, and with one swift move she had released the top button of his jeans. 
It felt like a wave of relief, they had felt increasingly tight with every move she had made. 

"Are you sure?" 

Once again he could hardly believe the words coming from his mouth, he was barely able to speak as it was, 
but he felt an ever growing need to protect her from something she may go on to regret later. Internally he 
was kicking himself the moment he said it, if she backed away at this point he'd be broken 


"Yes," she whispered in her ear. Her voice barely hanging on at that point. It was so hot. 


She was unzipping his pants and quickly her hands found their way into them. Her hand against him made him 
harder than ever. He could barely control himself any more. Hold on, he thought, follow her. 


His hands now ran up and down her bare legs, his fingers brushing against the edge of her short skirt. Will 


power was waning. He wanted to touch her, to be with her, to have her all for himself. 


Now they were laying down next to each other on the grass, everything felt as though it was happening in 
slow motion. He kissed her deeply, his breath quickening every time she'd casually touch him. He ran his hand 
down her back and with the other found himself slowly creeping up her leg, half expecting her to bat his hand 
away at any moment. 


She didn't. 


His hand was inside her skirt now and she let out a little squeak every time his hand went anywhere near her 
underwear. She had teased him long enough, not it was his turn to tease her. Her body was a playground to 
him, and he was going to take his time exploring her. 


Neither of them were worried about the cold, damp grass beneath them. It was cold, so cold that everyone 
else had in fact gone inside just as she had said. But this had been coming so long there was no way he was 
backing off over a bit of wet hair. 


Her kisses became more random, less controlled. 


Good, he thought, now you will know what it's like to lose your fucking mind. 


He sat up and in the dark he could see she looked slightly disappointed. But he wasn't going to stop there. It 
was time to do what Dave did best, take control. 


He leant down in front of her and slowly removed her underwear. He wanted her to beg for it. He wanted her 
to want him as bad as he had wanted her. That night on the couch, that night in the bar. That night sitting 
across the table from them. Knowing exactly what they were doing. It had all led up to this, and this was his 


moment. 


She moaned, she quivered, she shook, and he had only just begun. He had gone down on so many girls in his 
time but none had reacted quite the way she did. The fear of being caught rose so he reach and placed his 
hand over her mouth, thankfully she was short and his reach was long. He continued, teasing her with his 
tongue and revelling in her intense reaction. She bit down on his hand to contain her screams and squeals. She 


was loud, that was for sure, and that was a welcomed surprise. 


And how did she taste? Fantastic. Just as he had imagined but better. He was enjoying the moment, his free 
hand running along her body as she gripped and tugged at his hair. Any harder, and that was going to hurt. 


He knew what he was doing, he was good at it. She could barely control herself. She went to speak and just 
squealed, biting down on his hand harder. That would be hard to explain the next day. 
"Hey Dave, why is your left hand all bitten and bruised?" 


Her body quivered and quaked in ecstasy, but he wasn't going to let it end just like that. He was up on his 
knees. This time, he wasn't going to ask if she was sure or not. He was just going to take what belonged to him. 
"So," he said with a mischievous glint in his eye, "do you want me now?" 

"Yes, oh god yes," she moaned. 

"| dunno, maybe | have to go now, maybe | can't do this," he teased. 


"You fucking fucker," she shot back at him. 


That was it. That was enough. He pulled down his jeans and leant into her. No more talking, no more questions, 


this was it. 


He was slow, gentle, even tender. He wanted this to last after waiting so long. She moaned and sighed with 
every move. 

"Oh Dave," she sighed as he kissed her neck. 

She grabbed his back, almost pushing him with her hands, harder, faster. 

"Do you want me now," he said again, keeping up his steady smooth pace. 

"Yes," she moaned. He stopped. 

"| don't know, maybe | can't do this and have to go now," he taunted her again She punched him in the middle 
of his chest. 

"You fucker," she snapped at him. He grinned at her, still inside her, as she reached up and pulled on his hair 
again. Looking right into his eyes with an incredibly serious look on her face she began to speak. 

"Just give it to me you fuck." 


That was enough for him, he leant right back, held her waist and really let her have it. Hard, fast, deep. She 
was a trembling mess, her body shivered and shook in pure delight. She tightened and fell away, and it felt so 
damn good. Rocks dug into Dave's knees through a hole in his jeans, but he didn't give a damn. Fuck taking it 
slow, this girl was wild. She was finished. She leaned up and was on top of him. She rocked her hips back and 


forth, he was losing all control. He couldn't think straight any more. All he could think was how good that felt. 


She kissed him, hard and fast. And that was it. He lost it. He came hard and fast. It was the best orgasm he'd 
ever had in his life. 
"Oh god," he managed as he fell in a crumpled heap in her arms. He was spent. All that had led up to this and 


now he was done. 
They were back where they had started, she was on his lap and they were in his each other's arms. But now 
they were hot, sweaty and finished. 


"Happy New Year!" came the cry from inside the house. 


What a way to ring it in 


Chapter 1 


He was out of breath and out of energy. His skin tingled and his arms felt heavy. Her head was nuzzled into his 
neck. He didn't want the moment to end. He was still inside of her, but she didn't seem to care. In that moment 
they felt connected. Even if it was only for a moment. They held each other in the cold night air. It was 
fleeting, they were temporary, and soon she'd have to go. 


She pulled herself away, kissing him tenderly on the forehead and quickly proceeding to get dressed. 


He didn't want her to go. He wanted to stay there in the cold, and the wet, and the dirt forever. And he hated 
that. 


| have to go," she said softly. Dave felt as though his chest were being crushed. He had hoped that getting 
with her would have gotten her out of his head, but now. 
"To him?" he began, she opened her mouth to speak but he stopped her before she could begin, "don't tell me, 


| don't want to know." 


He pulled himself together, pants back up and jacket back on. She was standing in front of him and all he 
wanted to do was reach out and hold her. 

"Will | see you again?" he asked. 

"|, | don't," her shoulders slumped, "I want to. | want to be around you all the time. But its complicated. Just, 
don't tell anyone. Promise?" 

He nodded. He felt trapped. He had no idea what to say. He wanted to kick and scream and yell and beg her to 
stay. But whinging wasn't sexy and begging wasn't cute. 


| have to go," she said again. She rested her head against his chest. His hands found their way around her 
waist and holding her felt like the most normal and natural thing in the world. 


"I have to go," she repeated, her voice soft and unsteady. He could feel her pulling away again but he wasn't 
ready. He wanted to breath her in one more time, one more kiss, just one more moment where he could 


pretend she was his. 
He hated the way she made him feel. She made him feel vulnerable. 


"| have to-" 

"Go, you have to go," he tried to smile at her. So this was what it felt like, he thought, to have your heart 
broken. All of a sudden he felt disgusted with himself. He was a man not a girl, he didn't get heartbroken or 
have all these "lovey dovey" feelings. But he couldn't help it. 


She reached up to him on tip toes and kissed him gently on the cheek. 
‘I'll see you again some time," she said. He nodded again, there was nothing to say. 


She walked away, not back into the house but around the side gate. Looked like when she said she had to go, 
she meant leave altogether. Part of him was glad, he wouldn't have to pretend to be nothing more than a 
casual acquaintance around people, but the other part of him was disappointed that he wouldn't get to talk to 
her again until well who knows when. He wanted her to stick around, to spend some time together, even if that 
meant holding his arms at his sides, resisting the temptation to just reach out and touch her. If he'd ever 
been confused, it had never been more than he was in that moment. His head was swimming with thoughts and 
possibilities. There was only one cure for it. He'd have to get really really drunk. He'd need to be drunken than 
he had ever been before. He needed to wash her taste off his lips, he'd need to drink so much that he couldn't 


smell her on himself any more. He'd need to drink so much that he couldn't see straight any more. 


He walked up the backyard, opened the door and stepped into the house. The party was roaring and he was on 
a mission to find someone he knew, play a drinking game and get tanked. He spotted James and Lars quickly and 
proceeded to make a beeline for them. 

"Hey! Dave!" James yelled out as he spotted him. The three greeted each other, and as Dave thought it would, 
the questioning began 

"Where have you been?" James asked him. 

"Nowhere," was Dave's reply. 

"Who you been with?" James asked him again. 

"No one," Dave replied. 

"What have you been doing?" James continued. 


"Nothing," Dave replied, he wasn't giving anything away. 


Dave was usually the bragger, he'd tell anyone anything, no detail too private, nothing too secret, nothing was 
sacred. And yet he felt obligated to keep this secret as Jenny had asked. Not that she was showing any loyalty 
to him. And that stung. The only girl he'd ever had thoughts about bar, nice ass or great tits, and she was 
fucking with his head. Did she want him? Or not? Was it all a game? Surely there was someone laughing about 


this behind his back. The joke had to be on him. 


James and Lars gave each other a look, they didn't believe him, but Dave didn't care. Whenever he wasn't 
speaking he heard her voice in his head, he heard her moan and sigh. He closed his eyes and could see her 
face. He hated himself. 

"Who wants to get fucked up?" he yelled! Anything to distract himself. 


A bottle of hard liquor appeared and Dave went to grab it with his left hand. 

"Woah man! What the fuck happened to you?" James exclaimed point at Dave's red, bitten and bruised hand. He 
quickly snapped it away and reached out with his right. 

"Its nothing bro, it's nothing," he tried dismissing the conversation 

"Show me," James said grabbing his arm. Dave obliged and pulled the hand back out from his pocket. 

"It looks like someone has been.. biting you?" James questioned as he examined Dave's hand. 

‘Its nothing," Dave said defensively. He grabbed the bottle of alcohol and began to drink. 

"So where were you then?" James asked again. Dave stopped drinking. 

"| went for a walk," he tried. 


"A walk?" James was not convinced. 


"Yeah bro, a walk," Dave reiterated. 

"And the hand?" James continued. 

"l. got bitten by a dog," Dave said with a nod, quite satisfied with his answer. 

"A dog?" 

"Yes." 

"Bit you on the hand?" 

"Yes." 

"If you were bitten by a dog, wouldn't there have been like, puncture wounds?" James was doing a rather good 
job of digging for the truth but Dave wasn't budging. 

"| said it was a dog, so shut the fuck up," he was getting pretty fed up with it all. James shrugged, he didn't 
believe him but he wasn't going to take it any further. 


The subject was dropped and there was drinking to be done. Dave wasn't in the mood to party. He was down, 
flat, rejected. But he was determined. He was getting drunk. The bottle of cheap booze was gone and a few 
beers appeared in front of him. He polished those of quickly and went in search of the bottle of vodka he had 
stashed earlier. Under the stairs, just where he left it. Fuck the glass off he was shotting right from the 
bottle. 


Half an hour the bottle of vodka was finished and he stumbled, barely, across the room and fell in a heap on 
the living room floor. Sprawled out across the carpet, James stood above him and asked him once again. 

"So where were you man, and what happened to your hand?" he said with an evil glint in his eye. 

Dave went to take a swipe at him but he was way too intoxicated. His arm fell back and sort of fell in his face. 
He laughed at himself and James fell down next to him. 

"You want to get another drink?" James suggested. 

"Dude | can't even sit the fuck up," Dave slurred. 

"Man, you kind of smell like a girl," James muttered as he verged on passing out. 


Dave was wide eyed and freaked out. What the fuck did he mean. 


Dave woke with a start the next morning. Still on the floor of the living room. With James snuggled into his 
shoulder. He pushed him off and rolled him gently onto the carpet. He was a little grossed out. And hung over. 
Or was he still drunk. Either way he could feel the vomit coming on. He ran to a sink, whichever one he could 
find first, bent over and threw up. It was just straight alcohol. He had been drinking an awful lot and now it 


was all just coming up. 


Suddenly he heard footsteps and familiar voices. He recognized the host, and a few others. He heard a laugh, 


and knew right away. It was him, the boyfriend. 


Dave straightened himself up, wiped his face and quickly ran the tap to get rid of the evidence. 

‘Oh hey man, didn’t realize you were awake," Brad said at Dave. Dave looked at Kirk and then back at Brad 
again. 

"Oh yeah, just woke up," he said quietly. Brad half-heartedly punched him in the shoulder. 

"You alright man?" he asked. 

"Yeah, just hung over, or still drunk, | don't know," he said sheepishly. 


"Big night then?" Kirk interjected. 
"You wouldn't believe it if | told you," Dave said with a sly smile. It was taking all his effort not to yell, and | 
fucked your girlfriend. 


More footsteps and more voices. He recognized one right away. He sort of swayed on the spot, trying to 


steady himself, he was absolutely still drunk. 
He looked up and there she was standing right in front of him. Jenny. 


Kirk put his arms around her and Dave felt like heaving again. 

"Fuck Dave, you look like hell," Jenny said. 

He felt like hell. His head was pounding, his stomach churning, he was dizzy, and then there they were. His 
arms around her, her hands on top of his, snuggled into each other. What a cute couple. Hang over or no hang 
over it was enough to make him feel downright sick. 

"le been up drinking all damn night, of course | look like shit," he snarled. 

She looked at him and gave him a ‘what the fuck’ look More head games, not what he wanted in his present 
state. He excused himself from the roo and went to the bathroom to throw up again. 


He heaved, he gagged, he threw up into the sink. Bracing himself on the sink. He finished, washed it away and 
wiped his face. He was angry. Really angry. The night before she'd been in his arms and then he woke up and 
she was rubbing it all in his face. Like salt on the wound. He turned around and there she was. 

"What the fuck is your problem," she hissed at him. He wasn't interested. He went to rub his forehead with his 
hand but she spotted it straight away. 

"Your hand!" she gasped, grabbing his left hand in her own. It was bruised, covered in her bite marks and 
slightly swollen 

"| gotta say, never had that before," he said with a half smile, but she looked concerned as she studied his 


hand. She ran her fingers over a bruise and he winced. The hangover was making him hypersensitive. 


She placed a hand on his chest and pushed him into an empty room and locked the door behind her. 

‘I'm so sorry," she said taking his hand again, her eyes wide with concern. 

"Don't worry about it," he tried to laugh it off. Truth was he felt so incredibly uncomfortable in her presence. 
Especially with Kirk just outside. He felt so uncomfortable around her, as she held his hand. Why was the door 
locked? 

"But how will you explain it?" finally the real reason, she wanted to talk about what had happened. 

"Fuck Jen, | said | wouldn't say anything, so | won't say anything, okay?" he was feeling angry again. He was 
regretting everything. 

"| know that," she said. 

"So what the fuck do you want from me?" it was taking every ounce of his self control not to yell. 

"|- I-" she didn't know. 

He grabbed her by the upper arms and pulled her close. 

"Do you know how much it kills me to see you with him, to see him touching you, holding you, do you?" 

She said nothing. 

| was hoping | could just forget about you, but | can't," he said letting her go, "I can't get you out of my 


head." 

She said nothing, there was nothing to say, it was very obvious that she'd fucked up from the moment she'd 
kissed him. But she had kissed him, and more, and now there was no going back. 

| can't forget about you either," she said quietly after a lengthy silence. 

"Fuck Jenny! Fuck!" he wanted to yell, he wanted to scream, "do you have any idea what you're doing to me?" 
Again she said nothing. But then again he had no idea what he wanted her to say anyway. 

"What do you want from me?" he said calmly, he just wanted an answer, just a simple answer to his simple 
question. 

"| don't know, | just want," she paused, "you." 

Well that was simple enough, but that wasn't really the end of it. 

"And, what about him?" he asked. 

She looked at him, and then looked at the ground. 

"What about him? What about that boyfriend of yours?" he said again, still gripping her forearms he wanted 
to shake her. 

"|, | don't know," she said. 

"What do you mean you don't know?" he said, he was so confused and so angry. 

"Well | love him and." 

"You love him?" Dave cut her off, "funny you didn't mention that when we were fucking last night" 

Once again she had nothing to say and he wasn't surprised. He let her go and walked to the other side of the 
room. 

"You love him?" he half asked half stated. 

She nodded. 

"But you want me?" 

Again she nodded. Dave tapped his foot and ran his hand through his hair. 

"You're fucking with me," he said. 

"No, no," she said putting her arms around him. He wanted to shrug her off, but something was stopping him. 
"Why are you doing this?" He pleaded with her. 

"| don't know," she said, her head resting on his back. He placed his hands on top of hers. He turned around and 
held her in his arms. There in that room, behind the locked door, tucked away where no one could see, she was 
his. He kissed the top of her head and breathed in her scent. Beyond the door he could hear people talking, 
laughing, shuffling about, the drunken bodies were coming alive again 

"When can | see you again?" she said into his chest. The question totally taking him by surprise. 

"| don't, | don't know when I'll be back," he said honestly, "soon?" 

"Tomorrow?" 

| have to go back to LA," he said. 

"Stay one more day, please?" 

"Where?" 

Truth was they couldn't just stay one more day, they had nowhere to crash for an extra 24 hours. 

"Come and see me before you go?" 

He didn't want to, but he had to. 

"Where? Here?" 

"No, at my house." 

Dave quickly went over how he was going to slip away, he supposed he could tell the others he was doing a 


deal and would be away for a couple of hours. They'd just have to drive back that evening. It could work 
"Okay, okay, at your house," he agreed. Everything was telling him no, back away, don't. But he couldn't stop 
himself. 


He kissed her. He couldn't stop himself. She kissed him back. In that moment he could forget everything. With 
her arms around him he could pretend there was no one else. As he kissed her he could pretend that she had 
chosen him. He didn't know what it was like to be someone's boyfriend, but when he closed his eyes and felt 
her lips on his, he could pretend she didn't already have one. 


She backed away, pulled away from him. Unlocked the door and left the room. Leaving him standing there. It 


would be a long wait to see her again, even if it was just a few hours away. 


Chapter 8 


He stood there for a while, not wanting to go out there and see them together. Not wanting to make a quick 
move and throw up. His head was spinning but the seedy feeling was slipping away. Not he just felt anxious, 


angry, and above all, jealous. He felt so damn jealous. 


He'd had a plan, fuck her and forget her. The first part had worked, the second was failing abysmally. And that 
pissed him off. 


"Fuck!" he yelled, "FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!" 

His reaction was almost involuntary. 

"FUUUUUCCCCCKKKK KK!" 

He fell to his knees and then to the floor. He hated this, he hated himself, he hated her. He wanted to 
disappear and forget all about her. He wanted to get her out of his head. 


More than he wanted to rage he wanted to cry. And that sickened him. Man up, he thought, you're the lead 
guitarist in a heavy metal band not a little girl, don't fucking cry over this. 


And then the urge to throw up was coming back again. He threw himself out of the room and into the 
bathroom. The shower was free so it was a perfect opportunity to clean himself up. 


To wash the dirt from his knees, to wash her scent from his skin, to try and get rid of it all And then he 
looked at his hand. Bruised, swollen, bitten. She had really done a number on him. It had hurt at the time but 
he'd been more than a little distracted, and then he'd been drunk, but now that he was sober, it actually really 
hurt. It throbbed and it ached. How the hell was he going to play? 


The guitarists left hand, that was the money maker right there. 


He switched the water off, grabbed a towel and wrapped it around his waist. It was just a bunch of guys over, 
and Jenny, and he didn't really care what anyone saw at that point. There was no way he was wearing those 
clothes again, and he knew he had something in the car. 

"Hey Dave! What are you doing?" James yelled at him. Dave stopped and turned around to see a room full of 
people staring at him. 

"What do you mean?" he shrugged. 

"There's a girl here.." James suggested. 

"Where, | don't see one," Dave joked, Jenny threw something at him. He threw his hands up defensively. 

"Fuck man, what happened to your hand?" Kirk exclaimed. 

"Oh nothing, just-" he began but James cut him off. 

"He got bitten by a dog," James interjected. 

"Really," Jenny questioned, "a dog?" 

She gave him a look that screamed ‘is that the best you could come up with: 

"Yeah, a dog, real bitch of a thing too, just couldn't control itself," Dave said with a smirk. He loved seeing her 


squirm. She seethed and he grinned at her. He loved that she couldn't say a thing back to him. 

"Don't dogs have like rabies?" Lars interjected, "like wild dogs, kind of rabid uh?" 

"You're right, | should get a tetanus shot!" Dave joked looking right at Jennifer as she fumed. 

"Looks painful," Kirk continued. He actually looked concerned. Dave didn't want this, he didn't want this shy kid to 
start being friendly towards him or suddenly start acting as if they were buddies. 

‘Its fine, I'll survive. Look, I'd love to stay and chat but | am very much naked under this towel, so.. I'll be 
back," Dave said, turned on his heels and made way To his car. Sure enough he did have a spare change of 
clothes. There was always the hazard of throwing up on himself or spilling something on himself, Dave was a 
seasoned drinker and a veteran partier, he was prepared for all possibilities. 


He quickly got dressed in his car and made his way back up to the house with the towel slung over his 
shoulder. 

"Heard you yelling before," Lars stopped him in the doorway, "are you alright?" 

"Yeah, alcohol wore off, hand hurt," Dave tried to explain away. His rage had just come out and he hadn't 
thought that someone might hear or notice. 

"Oh, alright then," Lars accepted the explanation. 

"Hey listen, I've got a deal to do in town this afternoon and I'll have to do it by myself. Can | drop you guys off 
somewhere and pick you up afterwards to drive back to LA? It won't be more than a couple of hours," Dave 
said making the arrangements. 

"Sure, we'll find out what Cliff is up to, maybe hang out with him a bit," Lars mused. They were all growing to 
like Cliff, he was a pretty cool guy. 

"Cool, thanks bro," Dave said patting him on the back and making his way back through the living room and into 
the kitchen Brad was a good host, he was busy making bacon and eggs for everyone. Bacon and eggs, was 
there ever a breakfast more heavenly. A coffee and a smoke to top it off and Dave would be in fighting form 


agai n. 


Across the breakfast table from him they sat. A mumbled conversation about her being tired and just wanting 
to go back to her place for the afternoon. Him saying that he liked the sound of that. Her explaining that no it 
was just going to be her, she needed a really good solid sleep. Oh, okay, that was his reply. 


What the fuck, Dave thought, fight for her. She's not going home to sleep! She's going home to be with some 
other guy! She's blowing you off for the guy sitting right in front of you! 


Dave actually felt kind of sorry for the guy. But not enough to not go through with what he was going to do. 


If he was too stupid to see what was going on right in front of him well that was his problem. 


He smashed down his breakfast and went out to the porch to have a smoke. The tension in that house was 
unbearable, and though he tried to act cool it was incredibly draining. He sat on the hard wood floor, the ash 
tray sitting next to him, and his feet propped up on an upturned milk crate. 

"lim going now," came a voice from just above him. He looked up, there she was. 

"Good for you then," was his reply. 

"Don't be like that," she toyed with him. 

"Like what? Like telling him you're going home to sleep? Alone?" he taunted her. 


"Are you coming or not?" she asked. She sounded annoyed. 

"Not right now, you want everyone to know? Everyone will already be questioning why you keep talking to me," 
he was right and she knew it. 

"Will you, later?" she sounded desperate. 

"Why do you want me so bad?" he asked putting out his cigarette and lighting another straight away. 

"| don't know," this was her stock answer it seemed. 

"Fine, give me an hour," he conceded. 

"Good," she said going to walk away. 

| might need your address though..." he said just loud enough for her to hear and turn back. She pulled a little 
notepad from her pocket and a pen, scribbled it down, ripped the page out and handed it to him. 

"Do this often, do we?" Dave asked. 

"No, l- I-" she seemed self-conscious. 

"What is it?" 

"I wrote poetry, okay?" she said quickly. 

"Really?" he said patting the hard wood next to himself indicating for her to sit down, "that's cool. Let me see." 
She sat down reluctantly and handed over the notebook. Still puffing away on his smoke, he flicked through, 
reading quickly, not saying a word. 

"lts terrible, isn't it?" Jennifer said after a long silence. 

"No, it's good, its very good," Dave replied, still reading. He was amazed. Her words were full of heartfelt 
emotion, sadness, they revealed a tortured, almost twisted mind. They'd probably make very good lyrics. He 
finished reading and handed the notebook back to her. 

"You should do something with these," he said to her earnestly. 

"Really?" she didn't sound convinced. 

"Yeah really, you've got a real talent for stringing words together,” he smiled at her, and she smiled back at 
him. For a brief moment their hands met on top of the notebook and his skin tingled at her touch. 

"You ready to go babe," Kirk appeared and Dave quickly snapped his hand back into his own lap. Jennifer stuffed 
her notebook back into the pocket of her skirt and stood up. 

"Yeah, let's get going," she said taking his hand. Dave had to look away. 

"See you around then Dave," Kirk said as he was being led back into house. 

"Oh yeah, you bet," Dave replied. 

Fuck. 


He sat there for a little while, seemingly unable to move. All he could think of was the way she had touched 
his hand. The way she felt in his arms. Her breath against his skin. Forget the way he had absolutely fucked 
her brains out, no, his mind was going back to simple, small, stolen moments. And the way she could make him 
feel like the most important person in the entire world in one moment, and then he'd see her with him and it 
would all come crumbling down. From the highest of highs she would make him come crashing down to the 
lowest of lows. He wanted to hate her, but he couldn't. 


After a while he went back inside and regained his spot in the "boys club." He wasn't very talkative, but 
everyone put that down to a combination of him being hung over and sore. There was a lot of back slapping. A 
lot of chest thumping. A lot of bragging. Who had gotten with who. Who had drunk the most. Who had pulled 


the best prank. At some point someone stumbled out of one of the bedrooms with black marker scribbled all 


over his face. Nothing like waking up with a cock and balls drawn on your cheek. 


Truth was that Dave had an eye on the clock. He was counting down until he was out of there. Lars had teed 
up something for him and James to do to occupy their time so that wasn't a problem anymore. He wanted to 


leave right away, but he didn't want to seem too eager. And he didn't want to risk Kirk still being there. 


He looked up at the clock, it had well and truly been an hour. He'd be a little late but that was fine. Cliff had 
given him directions. He was ready to go. He briefly spoke to James and Lars, assured them he'd be a couple 
of hours tops, and left. 


He was nervous as he drove. He pulled up at the house and the drive way was empty. Did he have the right 
place? Was anyone actually there? 


He parked and walked up the drive way. It was a nice place, kind of on the smaller side but nice. The garden 
was full of flowers and looked well cared for, the lawn was crisp under foot. Someone had worked hard to keep 


it looking good. 


The door opened before he even had a chance to knock. And there she was. 

"You're late, you've kept me waiting," she said letting him in. 

"Okay, nice to see you too," he walked by her, hands in his pockets, "hello Dave, nice of you to come by, ditch 
your friends, make up some bullshit excuse...” 

She closed the door and practically threw her arms around him. His shoulders slumped and he put his arms 
around her. 

I'm guessing we're alone then," he said softly, she nodded. 


Of course they were alone, she wouldn't be like this if people were around, he was her dirty little secret. 


They stood there in the hallway, she was holding onto him for dear life. He was giving in, little by little. He was 
buckling, crumbling to her will. And he hated it. He was normally so controlled. Why did she make him feel like 
this? 


"Why did you want me to come here?" he asked her after a long silence. 
| wanted to see you," she said softly. He let her go and leant against the wall. 
"Fuck Jen," he muttered, "do you have any idea what you're doing?" 


He let out a sigh. He didn't expect an answer, there wasn't an answer she could give that would make him 


happy. 


He pulled her in close and put his arms around her, she seemed vulnerable, she seemed like she needed him. He 
sure as hell felt like he needed her, rightly or wrongly. Maybe he was willing to accept this the way it was 
because he'd simply never seen a healthy, functioning relationship before. His own dad had split when he was 1. 
Maybe that had warped his view on relationships just a touch. Why else would he be settling so willingly. 


He didn't want to be there any longer and he was questioning why he had gone at all. She said jump, he said 


how high, or so it seemed. 


"| gotta split, | don't know why | came in the first place," he said. She hugged him tighter. 
"Don't go," she whispered. 


He felt like he was suffocating, like she was pinning him down 

He was drowning, very slowly. 

Outwardly he said nothing, but inside he was screaming. He had to do something, anything. 

He freed himself from her grip and then pushed her against the wall. He'd had enough. He'd had enough talking, 
he'd had enough thinking, he'd just damn well had enough. He kissed her, hard, trying to quiet the noise in his 
head. She kissed him back. Pushing back on him and off the wall. She pushed him away and took his hands, 


leading him down the hall. 


This was what she'd wanted him over for. 


